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A FOREWOBD 

YET another stoi^ of travelB in western Europe* 
especially one having for its basis the mere 
random wanderings of a fonr-months' absence from 
bom^ may seem almost to call for apology. If bo, 
it is hereby duly tendered. What befell me on ttus 
Tocation jaunt is no stoiy of harrowing adventure, nor 
yet a record of Uie aoquiaition of new facts. But as 
I covered a thousand miles of the Iberian peninsula 
(HI foot, twice that £stance by third-class rail, and 
am given to ndnglicg with ** the masses," it may be 
Hiat there have filtered into the following pages some 
facts and impressions that will be new to the reader. 
Yet it is less to record these that I have written, than 
to answer a question that has often been put to me 
since my return : 

** How can a man moke such a jonmey on $172? " 
Thb Authoe. 
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FOUR MONTHS AFOOT IN SFAIV 



A 'TWXSNDXCXa JOVENBT 

NOT tlie Icatt of the Tirtnet of tiie priTate sduwb 
of New Yorii City is the length of their naa- 
mer TacationB. It iraa an eremng late in Maj 
that I mounted to my lodgings in Hartley Hall, 
roIUcksame with the informatioQ that I should soon 
be free from professional duties a fuU four months. 
Where I preferred to spend that term of freedom 
was easily decided. Except for one migratory 
" year off,** I had not been so long outside a class- 
room since my fifth birthday; and it seemed fully 
as far back that I had begun to dream of tramping 
throng Spain. If the desire had in earlier days 
battened on mere curiosity, it found more rationed 
noorishment now in my hope of acquiring greater 
fluency in the Spanish tongue, the teaching of which, 
witfi otber European languages, was the source of 
my Kvelihood. 

l%ere was one potent obstacle, howeTer, to my 
jubilant planning. [When I had set aside the small- 
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4 FOUR MONTHS APOOT IN SPAIN 

c«t portioD of my savings that could tide me over 
the first month of autumn, there was left a stark 
one hundred and serenty-two dollars. The briefest 
of mathnnatical calculations demonstrated that such 
a sum could cover but scantily one hundred and 
twenty days. Yet the blithesome project would not 
be put to rout by mere figures. I had heen well 
schooled at least in the art of spending sparingly; 
with a long summer before me I was not averse to 
a bit of adTaitore, even the adv^iture of falling 
penniless in forugn T*nA«- A permanent strandinff 
was easily averted — I had but to leave in trust a 
gam sufficient for repatriation, to be forwarded to 
whatever comer of the ^obe insolvency mi^t over- 
haul me. Which, being done, I podceted in egress 
checks and cash the remainder of my resources — > 
to-wit, one hundred and thirtytwo d(JIan~^ tossed 
into a battered suit-case a summer's supply of small 
dotbes and a thread-bare costume tor ship wear, and 
set out to discover what portion of the Iberian penin- 
Bula mij^t be surveyed with such equqment. 

Thus it was that on the morning of June first I 
boarded the "L" as usual at One Hundred and 
Sixteenth street; but took this time the west side 
express instead of the local that screeches off at 
Fifty-third into the heart of the city. A serge 
suit of an earlier vintage and double-soled oxfords 
were the chief articles of my attire, reduced already 
to Spanish simplicity excipt for the fieckless collar 
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A TWEENDECKS JOURNEY 5 

and tlie cradEed 6evhj I had donned for the fli^d 
through exacting Manhattan. As for the auitcase 
that rocked againit the platform gate as we roared 
southward, it was still far from a pedestrian's scrip, 
Vtor with the ambitious resolution to rectify during 
the long sea Tojage before me some of the bids of 
omission, I had stuffed into it at the last moment a 
dosen classic Tolnmes in Sizth-avenue bindings. 

** Christ *f er ! " croaked the guard. 

I descended to the street and threaded my mj 
to fbe ferry. Across the river Hoboken was 
thronged wiUi luggage-laden mankind, swarthy sms 
and dan^iters of toil for the most part ; an eddying 
ftream of which the general trend was toward a 
gronp f^ steamship docks. With it I was braae into 
a vast two-story i»er, itrewn below with ererything 
that ships transport across the seas and resounding 
above with the voice of an excited multitude. Near 
the center of the upper wharf stood an isolated 
booth beaiiof a transient sign-board: 

** SCHNBI.U>AMPrKa 



Within, sat a coatless, broad-gauge Teuton, puffing 
at a stogie. 

** Third-class to Gibraltar," I requested, stooping 
to peer through the wicket. 

Tie German reached mechanically for a pen and 
began to fill in a leaf of what looked like a largs 
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6 FOUR MONTHS AFOOT IN SFAIK 

check-book. Tbea he paused and vquioted oat upon 
me: 

** Ah — ep — you mean iteeragtt " 
** Steerage, mein Herr ; to Gibraltar.** 
He signed the blue check and pushed it towarc) 
me, still holding it firmly by one comer. 

" Thirty dollars and fifty cents," he mmbled. 
I paid it and, ticket in hand, ironaed my way 
to the nearer of two gangways. Here I was re- 
pulsed; but at the second, an officer of immaculata 
exterior but for two Tery bleary eyes, tore off m 
comer of the blue check and jerked a thumb over 
his shoulder toward the steamer bdiind him. Ai 1 
Bet foot on her deck a seaman sprang up suddenly 
from the scuppers and hurled at my chest a tightly] 
rolled UankeL I cauf^t it without a fumble, having 
once dabbled in football, and, spreading it out on a 
hatch, disclosed to view a deep tin plate, a huge 
cup, a knife, fork and spoon of leaden hue, and a 
red card announcing itself as " Buono per nna 
razione.** 

A hasty inspection of the FrmKrarin con- 
firmed a suspicion that she would not offer the ad- 
vantages of the steamers plying the northern roote. 
Sie was a princess indeed, a sailor*8 princess, such 
OS he may find who has the stomach to search in the 
dires along West street or down on the lower 
Bowery. At her laundiing she had, perhaps, justi- 
fied her christening; but long years hare passed 
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A TWEENDECKS JOURNEY 7 

sinoe ahe waa degraded to the mffaatidious southern 



The Bteerage section, congested now with diaher- 
eled Latina and cninbroiiB bundlei, compriaed the 
fbnrard main deck, bounded on the bow b; the fore- 
casUdiead and aft by an iron wall that rose a aheer 
eight feet to the first-elass promenade, above which 
opened the hnrricane deck and higher still the wheel- 
hooae and bridge. This apace waa further limited 
bj two large hatdiwajs, corered with tarpaulina, of 
which a comer of each was thrown back to disclose 
two dark holes like the mouths of a mine. Bj these 
one entered the third-class quarters, of irfiich the 
forward waa assigned to " single men ** and the 
other to any species of the human race that does not 
fall into that category. I descended the first by a 
perpendicular ladder to a dungeon where all but 
trtter darkness reigned. As mj eyes accustomed 
themselvea to this condition, there grew up about me 
row after row of double-decked hunks, heaped with 
indistinct shapes. I approached the nearest and 
was confronted by two wolfish eyea, then another 
pair and another flashed up about me <m erery aide. 
My foreaighted fellow-pasaengera, haTing prelmpted 
sleeping-space, were prepared to hold their daims by 
force of arms — and baggage. 

Every berth seemed to be taken. I meandered in 
and out among them until in a far comer I found 
one empty; but as I laid a hand upon its edge, a 
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6 FOUR MONTHS AFOOT IN SPAIN 

cadaTerona yoatii ipruig at me with a plaiatire 
■whine, " E nolo! % mfol " I returned to the central 
space. A sweater-clad sailoT whom I had not made 
oat before was standing at the edge of an opening 
in the deck similar to that above. 

" Qui non ch' % piii," he said ; " Giii ! " 
I descoided accordingly to a second bridewell be- 
low the water-line and lighted only by a fe^le elec- 
tric bulb in the ceiling. Here half the bunks were 
tinoccupied. I chose one athwartships against the 
lorward bulkhead — a wooden bin containing a bar- 
kp sack of straw — tossed into it blanket and bag- 
gage, and climbed again to daylight and fresh air. 

At eleTen the sepulchral bass of the steamer 
sounded, the vast pier, banked with straining faces 
and fiuttering handkerchiefs, began slowly to recede, 
sweeping with it the adjoining city, until all 
Hoboken had joined in the flight to the nei^boring 
hills. We were off. I pitched overboard the 
cracked derby and crowded with s half-thousand 
others to the rail, eager for the long-anticipsted 
pleasure of watching the inimitable panorama of 
New York grow smaller and smaller and melt away 
on the horizon. But we were barely abreast the 
Battery when three officers, alleging the impossi- 
bility of checking their himian cargo on the open 
deck, ordered the entire steerage community bdow. 
When, long after, it came my turn to be released, 
my native land was utterly effaced, and the deck was 
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A *TWE£ND£CCS JUURNET 9 

<pftttxrmg with a cbilliiif; raui before wliiek ire re- 
treated and frittered kwrj the TemnaDt of the day 
witfa amical advances and badielor banter. 

In the morning the icene vaa trassformed. At 
Bost withoat ezceptioo my leUov-royagers had 
changed from the somber gati> of America to the 
picturesqae comfort of liteir first landing in tin 
Western world. The steerage deck, flooded with 
aimshine, Tatmbled the piazxa of tome Calabrian 
city on a day of festJTal. Women in many-haed 
vestore and brilliant faxKoletti sat in groups on the 
hatches, rackliag their bdbes or mirthfol over tiwv 
knitting. Along the rail lounged meo in bag-like 
trousers and tight-fitting jackrts of vdveteen, with 
broad acarlet Bashes. Jaunty, deep-chested yoalJu 
•trolled fore and aft angling for Ranees from wio- 
•caae eye*. Unromastic «lders squatted in circles 
sJboot the deck, icreaming over games of mora; in 
aad out among them aH raced Bportive ban^ini. 
High up on a winch sat a Blssder fdlow Turkish 
hshion, thumbing a zitber. 

Though there was not one beside myself to whom 
that tongoe was native, English wu etill the domi- 
nating language. Except for a handful of Greeks, 
the entire tweendecks company hailed from southern 
Italy or her islands. But force of habit or lin- 
guistic pride still gave full away to the risng-strewn 
^Mech of east New York or the labor camp, lliere 
van not a few who might have expressed themselTes 
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10 FOUR MONTHS APOOT IN SPAIN 

far more elearlj in some other medium, yet irli^ I 
ftddreBsed them in Italian silence vas frequently liie 
response. The new world was still too dose astern 
to give way to the spell of the old. 

But it was in their mother tongue that I ex- 
changed the first confidences with three young men 
with whom I passed many an hour during the jour- 
ney. The mightiest was Antonio Massarone, a 
vociferous giant of twenty, whose scorn was un- 
bounded for those of his race who had pursued for- 
tune no further than the over-peopled cities of our 
eastern coast. Emigration tad carried him to the 
mines of Nevada, and it was seldom that he refrained 
from patting his garnished waistband when tales of 
experience were exchanging. But the time had come 
when he most give up his princely wage of three 
dollars a day and return for years of drudgery and 
drill at as many cents, or forever forfeit the right to 
dwell in his native land. When his term was ended 
he would again turn westward ; before that glad day 
comes what a stalwart task confronts certain officers 
of the Italian army ! 

Nicolft, too, expected to return. Li fact, of all 
the steerage conminnity a very few had resolved to 
remain at home, and for each of these there were a 
score who had emigrated a half-dozen times in the 
face of similar resolutions. Kicol6 was a bootblack, 
proud of his calling and envious of no other. Al- 
ready there hovered in hia day dreams a three-chair 
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A 'TWEENDECKS JOURNEY 11 

** parlor " in which hU station ahould be nearest the 
door and bordering on the ca^h-regiBter. Conscrip- 
tion called him also, but he approached the day of 
recmiting lig^t of hearty knowing a man of four 
feet nine would be quickly rejected. 

Am for Pietro Scerfoo, the last of our quartet, his 
]iome-coining was voluntary, for the family obhgation 
to the army had already been fulfilled by two older 
brothers. Fietro had spent his eighteen months 
kneading spaghetti dough in the Bronx at seven dol- 
lars a week; and he physically quaked at the sar- 
casm of Tonio on the subject of wages. Still he 
was by no means returning empty-handed. ** To be 
Mre, I am not rich with gold, like Tonio," he con-> 
fessed one day, when the miner was out of earshot, 
** bnt I have spent cmly what I must — two dollars 
in the boarding-house, sometimes some clothes, and 
in the winter each week six lire to hear Caruso." 

Thirty dollars a month and the peerless-voiced a 
necessity of life! I, too, had been a frequent 
" standee ** at the Metropolitan, yet had as often 
charged myself with being an extravagant young 
rascal. 

Tlie steerage rations on the Primsettin were in no 
way out of keeping with her general unattractiveness. 
Those who kept to their bunks until expelled by the 
seaman whose duties included the daily fumigation 
of the dungeons, were in no way the losers for being 
deprived of the infantile roll and the strange imita- 
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tion of coffee that made up the European breakfatt 
Sea breezes bring appetite, hoirever, especially on « 
faintlj rippliag ocean, and it was not strange thst, 
thouj^h the dinner-hour came early, even racial 
lethargy fled at its announcement. Long before 
noon a single jangle of the steward's bell cut short 
all morning pastimes and instantly choked the pas- 
sages to the lower regions with a clamorous, jocose 
struggle of humanity as those on deck dived below 
for their meal-hour implements and collided with the 
foresi^ed, fighting their way up the ladders. 
Ooce disentangled, we filed by the mouth of th« 
cuUnary cavem under the forecastlehead, to re- 
ceive each a ladleful of the particular piice de re- 
sistance of the day, a half-grown loaf of bread, and 
a brimming cupful of red wine. Thus laden, eadi 
squirmed his way throagfa the multitude and made 
table of whatever space offered^ — on the edge of a 
hatch, the drum of a winch, or on the deck itself. 
UnTaryragly day by day boiled beef alternated with 
pork and beans. Then there was macaroni, not al- 
ternately, nor yet moderately, but ubiquitously, 
fourteen days a week; for supper was in no way 
different from dinner even in the unearthly boor of its 
serving. It was tolerably coarse macaroni, but 
otherwise no worse than omnipresent macajroni must 
be when boiled by the barrel under the watchful eyo 
of a rotund, torpescent, bath-fearing, tobacco-loving, 
Neapolitan ship's cook. For the wine we weri 
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A TWEENDECKS JOURNEY 13 

sapTttadj grateful; not that it was particularly 
good wine, but sadi as it was not evm the pirates in 
the gallej could make it worse. 

The ensemUed climax of this daily extravaganza, 
however, had for its setting the steerage " wash- 
room,** an iron celt furnished with two asthmatic 
salt-water faucets. To it dashed first the long 
experienced in the qnick-lundi world, and on their 
heels the competing multitude. The *tweendeclu 
strongholds housed six hundred, the " wash-room '* 
six, whence it goes without saying that the minority 
was always in power and the majority howling for 
admittance and a division of the spoils. Yet dis- 
sension, as is wont, was rampant even among the 
sovereign. From within sounded the splashing of 
water, the tittering of jostled damsels, or the shoat- 
mg for passage of one who had resigned his post 
and must run the gauntlet to freedom throu^ a 
voetferons raillery. In due tiine complete rotation 
m office was accomplished, but it was ever a lata 
hour what the last gourmand emerged from the 
alleyway and carried his dripping utensils below. 

The Prmxeatm plowed steadily eastward. Gradu- 
ally, as the scent of the old world came stronger to 
onr nostrils, the tongue of the West fell into disuse. 
Had I been innocent of Italian I must soon have lost 
all share in the general activities. As it was, I had 
the cntr^ to each gronp ; evea the solemn socialists, 
■Mted together b^iind the winch planning the de- 
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14 FOUR MONTHS AFOOT IN SPAIN 

tails of the portending rerersal of society, did Bot 
lower their voices as I passed. 

How little akin are anticipation and realization! 
Ever before on the faij^ seas it bad been my part 
to labor unoeasinglj among cattle pens or to bear 
the moU of watch and watch; and the unlimited 
leisure of the ticketed had seemed always fit object 
for envy. Yet here was I myself at last crossing 
the Atlantic as a passenger, and weary already of 
this forced inactiTity before the voyage was well be- 
gun. The first full day^ to be sure, had passed de- 
lightfully, dozing care-free in the sun or striding 
through the top-most volume in my luggage. But 
before the second was ended reading became » bore; 
idling more fatiguing than the wielding of a coal- 
shovel. On the third, I sauntered down into the 
forecastle more than half inclined to suggest to one 
of its inmates a reversal of rdles; but the watch 
below greeted me with that chill disdain accorded 
mere passengers, never once lapsing into the mascu- 
line banter that would have marked my acceptance 
as an equal. As a last resort I set off on long 
pedestrian tours of the deck, to the astonishment of 
the lounging Latins, thou^ now and then some 
youth inoculated with the restlessness of the West, 
notably *Tonio, fell in with me for a mile or two. 

It was the miner, too, who first accepted my chal- 
lenge to a bout of hand-wrestling and quickly 
brought me mideserved fama by sprawling prone on 
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bis back, when, had be employed a tithe of science, 
be might have tossed me into the scuppers. From 
the moment of its introduction this exotic pastime 
won great popnlaritj. Preliminary jonsts filled the 
morning hours; toward evening the hatches were 
transformed into grandstands from which the as- 
sembled third-class populace cheered on the panting 
contestants and greeted each downfall with a can- 
nonade of laughter, in which eren the Tanqnished 
joined. 

More constant and unrrersal than all else, how- 
ever, was the demand for music. The most diffident 
possessor of a mouth-organ or a Jew's-harp knew 
no peace during his waking honrs. Great was the 
joj wbm, as dusk was falling on the second day out, 
a Calabrian who had won fortune and corpulence 
as a grocer in Harlem, clambered on deck, straining 
affectionately to his bostnn a black box with megar- 
idione attachment. 

"E un fon6grafo,** he announced proudly; *** 
present I take to the old madre at home." He 
warded off with his elbows the exultant uprising and 
dqwsited the instrument tenderly on a handkerdiief 
spread by his wife on a comer of the hatch. " For 
a hundred dollars, signori ! " be cried ; ** Madre di 
Dfol How she will wonder if there is a little man 
in the box 1 For on the first day, signori, I do not 
tdt her how the music is put in the fon6grafo, ha I 
lia t ha I not for a whole day 1 ** — and the joke came 
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perilously near to choking him into upoplexy long 
before iti perpetration. 

A torn of the key and the apparatus rtmck up 
**La donna h m6bile," the strikio^y clear tones 
floating away <hi the evening air to blend with the 
wash of the sea on our bow. A hush fell over the 
forward deck ; into the circle of faces illumed fay the 
swinging ship's laatora crept the mirage of dreams; 
■ sigh sounded in the black night of the outskirts. 

" E Bonci, amici," whispered the Calabrian as the 
last note died away. 

The ajiaouacemeafc was superfluous; no one dse 
could hare song the spri^xtly little lyric with such 
perfection. 

Bits of other operas followed, plantation melodies, 
and the monologues of witty Irishmoi; but always 
tile catholic instrument came b«dL to " La donna k 
ndbile," and one could lean back cm one's elbows and 
fancy the dapper little tenor standing in ptnoa aa 
the comer of the hatch, pouring out his voice to lus 
own sppreciatiTe people. 

Thereafter as regularly as the twilight appeared 
the Calabrian with his " fon6grafo." The forward 
deck took to sleqiing by day that the evening 
mnsicale might be prolonged into the small hours. 
Whatever its imperfections, the little black box did 
mu^ to charm away the monotony of the voyage, 
in its early stages. 

But good fortune is rarely ponuuaL One ni^ 
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m nid-AtUntic a fint-dsss passenger of the tjpe 
thftt adds, by contrwt, to the attractiveness of Qm 
■teerage, his arms about the waists of two damsels 
old enough to have known better, paused to hang 
orer the TaiL Bonci was singing. The promenader 
samyeA the oblirioiis multitude below in silence until 
the aria ended, then turned on his heel with a snort 
of contempt. The maidens giggled, the affectionate 
trio strolled aft, and a moment later the cabin 
piano was jangling a BnMdwaj favorite. When I 
tnmed my head the Calabrion was closing his in* 
•tniment. 

**No, amici, bo more," he said as protest rose; 
**We must not annoy the rich signori ap there." 

Nor could he be moved to open the apparatus 
l^ain as long as the voyage lasted. 

Ajnid the general merriment of home-coming was 
beie and there a note of sadness in the caverns of 
the Prinxettm. On a hatch huddled day by day, when 
the sun waa high, a family of three, doomed to early 
extincti(Hi by the white-faced scoarge of the north. 
Below, it was whispered, lay an actress once famous 
in the Italian quarter, inatched in a race with death 
to her native village. A totl-wom Atfaenian* on 
life's down grade, who had been robbed on the very 
eve of sailing of seven years' earnings of pick and 
shovd, tramped the deck from dawn to midnight 
with sunken head, refusing either food or drink. 
Now and again he stepped to the rail to shake his 
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knotted fist at the western hortzoD, stretched his Rnm 
on high, and took up again his endless march. 

Then there were the deported — seven men whose 
berths were not far from mj own. One had shown 
symptoms of trachoma; another bore the mark of a 
bullet through one hand; a third was a ver; Her- 
cules, whom the port doctors had pronounced fiaw- 
lesB, but who had landed wHh four dollars less than 
the twentj-five required. With this single excep- 
tion, howerer, one could not but praise the judgment 
of SUis Island. The remaining four were dwarfish 
Neapolitans, little more than wharf rats; and the 
best of Naples faring little that is desirafale. Yet 
one could not but pitj tiie unpleasing little wretches, 
who had risen so far above their oivironment as ta 
save money in a place where money is bought dearly, 
and whose only reward for years of repression of 
every appetite hod been a month of misery and 
frustration. 

** Forca di Madonna t ** cursed the nearest, point- 
ing to three small blue scars on his neck ; " For noth- 
ing but these your infernal doctors have made me a 
beggar!" 

" On the sea, when it was too late,** whined his 
companion, ** they told me we with red eyes should 
not go to New York, but to a city named Canada. 
Madre df Dfo ! Why did I not take my ticket to this 
Canada?** 
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** You will next time? " I hinted. 

" Next time ! ** he sfarieked, dropping from hii 
bonk oa soiselessly as a caL " Is there a next tifM 
with a book like that? " He shook in my face the 
libretto containing a record of his activities since 
birth, lacking which no Italian of the proletariat 
ma; live in peace in bis own land nor embark for 
another. Across every page was stamped indelibly 
the word ** deported.'* 

** They mined it, curse them I It *s something in 
your maledetta American language that tells the 
police not to let me go and the agenzia not to sell 
me a ticket. My book is destroyedl Sono 8comun< 
ieatol And where shall I get the money for this 
nest time, dfceme? To come to America I have 
worked nine, tai, sangue della Verginel how do I 
know bow many years 1 .Why did I not take the 
ticket to this Canada?** 

On the morning of Jane seventh we raised the 
Azores; at first the dimmest blot on the horizon, a 
point or two off the starboard bow, as if the edge 
of heaven had been salt-splashed hy a turbulent wave. 
Excited dispute arose in the throng that quickly 
mustered at the raiL All but the nautical-eyed 
saw only a cloud, which in a twinkling the hysterical 
bad pronounced the forerunner of a howling tempest 
that was soon to bring to the PriTizeMin the dreaded 
nal di man, perhaps even ununctioned destruction. 
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One quaking father drove liis famQy below and bar- 
rkad«d his comer against the tomado-U«hed nij^t 
to come. 

An boor brought reassurance, however, and with 
it jubilation as the outpost of the eastern world took 
on corporate form. Before sunset we were abreast 
the island. An oblong hillside sloped upward to a 
cloud-cowled peak. Villages rambled awa; up tor- 
tuous valleys; here and there the green was dotted 
with chalk-white houses and irtiiter churches. 
Higher still the island was mottled with daodecimo 
fields of grain, each maturing in its own season; 
while far and near brilliant red windmills, less stolid 
and thick-set than those of Holland, toiled in the 
breeze, not hurriedly but with a deliberate vivacity 
befitting the Latin south. Most striking of all was 
a scent of profoundest peace that came even to the 
passing ship, and a suggestioii of eternal summer, 
not of burning days and sultry nights, but of early 
June in some fairy realm utteriy undisturbed by the 
clanorouB rumble of the outer world. 

Two smaller islands appeared before the day was 
done, one to port so near that we could count the 
cottage windows and all but make oat the features 
of skirt-blown peasant womai standing firm-footed 
in deep green meadows against a background of 
dimming hilb. As the night descended, the houses 
faded to twinkling lights* now in clusters, now m 
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sttmeVthrow one from another, but not once failing 
•a long as we remained on deck. 

For two days following the horizon was unbroken. 
llten through the morning mists of June tenth rose 
Cabo San Vicente, the scowling granite corner-stone 
of Europe, every line of its time-scarred features a 
d^ance to the sea and a menace to the passerby. 
Beyond stretched a wrinkled, Terdureless plateau, 
to all appearances unpeopled, and falling into the 
Atlantic in grim, oxide-stained cliffs that here ad- 
vanced within huling distance, there retreated to 
the hazy horizon. All through the day the world's 
commerce filed past, — water-logged tramps crawl- 
ing along the face of the land, whale-like oil tanks 
dtowing only a dorsal fin of funnel and deck-houae. 
East bidiamen straining Biscayward, and all the 
smaller fry of fishermen and coasters. A rumor, 
rising no one knew where, promised that early morn- 
ing shonld find us entering the Mediterranean. I 
subsidized the services of a fellow-voyager dexterous 
with shears and razor and, reduced to a tuft of fore* 
lock, descended once more to the lower dungeon. 

Long before daylight I was awakened by the 
eommuiorio, or steerage steward, tugging at a leg 
of my trousers and screeching in his boyish falsetto, 
■*6ibiltirra! Make ready! Gibiltirra!*' It was 
no part of the commissario's duties to call third- 
class passengers. But ever since the day he had 
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ezamioed m; ticket, the little whisp of a man irlio 
never ceased to regard me with suspicion, as if be 
doubted the sanitj of a traveler irho was bound for 
a land that was neither Italy nor America. Of late 
be seemed convinced that my professed plan was 
merely a ruse to reac^ Naples without paying full 
fare, and he eyed me askance now as I clambered 
from my bunk, in his pigwidgeon face a stem de- 
termination that my knavery should not succeed. 

Supplied with a bucket by a sailor, I dimbed on 
deck and approached the galley. Tie cook waa 
snoring in a comer of his domain; his understudy 
was nowhere to be seen. I tip-toed to the hot-water 
faucet and was soon below again stripping off my 
** ^p*8 clothes,** which the oblipng seaman, having 
bespokoi this reward, caught up one by one as they 
feU. The splashing of water aroused the encircling 
sleepers. Gradually they slid to the deck aad 
gathered around me, inquiring the details of my te- 
centric plan. By the time I was dressed in the best 
my suitcase offered, every mortal in the " single '* 
quarters had come at least once to bid me a dubious 
farewelL 

The commissario returned and led the way in 
silence along the deserted promenade to the deck 
abaft die cabins. He I^wwMm lay at aadior. A 
half-mile away, across a placid lagoon, towered the 
haggard Rock of Gibraltar, a stone-faced <nty 
strswn along its base. Abont the harbor, {^ting 
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ia the slanting sunlight, provled rowboats, sloops, 
and yawls, and sharp-nosed launches. One of the 
latter soon swung in against the starboard ladder 
and there stepped on deck two men in white uni- 
forms, who seated themselves without a word at a 
table which the commissario produced b; some magic 
of his own, and fell to spreading out impressive docu- 
ments. A glance sufficed to recognize them EhigUsh- 
men. At length the older raised bis head with aa 
interrogatory jerfc, and the commissario, with the 
air of a man taken red-handed in some rascality, 
minced forward and laid on the table a great legal 
blank with one line scrawled across it. 

" T *ird classy maneefesto, signori," he apolo- 
gized. 

** Eh ! " cried the Englishman. ** A steerage pas^ 
soiger for Gibraltar P** 

The steward jerked his head backward toward me. 

** Humph!** said the spokesman, inspecting me 
frcnn crown to toe. "Where do you hail from?" 

Before I could r^ly there swarmed down the com- 
panionway a host of cabin passengers, in port-of- 
call array, whom the Englishman greeted with bared 
head and his broadest welcome-to-our-city smile; 
then bowed to the launch ladder. As he resumed his 
chair I laid my passport before him. 

" For what purpose do you desire to land in 
CKbraltarP " he demanded. 

** I am bound for Spain — " I began. 
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" Spain ! " shouted the Briton, with auch emphaus 
at if that land lay at the far ends of th« earth. 
** Lideed ! Where are you going from Gibraltar, 
and haw soon? " 

" Until I get ashore I can hardly say ; in a day or 
to, at least ; to Granada, perhaps, or Malaga." 

" Out of respect for the American passport," re- 
plied the Ekiglishman gi^odiloquently, " I am 
going to let you Und. But see you stick to this 
atory." 

I deaceoided to the laosd and ten minutes later 
landed with my haughty fellow-tourists at a bawling, 
tout-lined wharf. An officer pee{>ed into my hand- 
bag, and I sauntered on through a fortress gate 
under which a sun-scorched Tommy Atkins marched 
unremittin^y to and fro. Beyond, opened a nar- 
row street, paralleling the harbor front and peopled 
even at this aarly hour with a wiingRng of races that 
gave to the scene the aspect of a temperate Ladia, or 
a aconred aad rebuilt Egypt. Sturdy British 
troopers in snug khaki and roof-like tropical hel- 
mets strode past; hare-legged Moors in flowing; 
bottmout stalked by in the widening streak of sun- 
diine along the western walla ; the tinkle of goat-bdb 
mingled with the rhythmic cries of their drivers, 
offering a. cup freah-drawn to whomever posseased 
Ji copper; now an orange woman hobbled by, chant- 
ing her wares ; everywhere flitted swarthy little men 
in misfit rags, with amaU baslcets «f immoise straw- 
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berries which sold for a song to all bnt the tonruta 
who tailed out behind me. 

Suddenly, a furlong beyond the gate, a sign- 
board flashed down iq)«i me, and I turned instinc- 
tively in at the open door of the " Seaman's 
Institute." I found myBelf in a sort of restaorant, 
with here and there a pair of England's stJdiers at 
table, and a towsled youth of darker tint hanging 
over Uie bar. I commanded ham and eggs; wtoi 
they were served the youth dropped into the chair 
opposite and, leaning on his elbows, smiled speedi- 
lesily upon me, as if the sight of an unfamiliar face 
brought him extraordinary pleasoie. 

** Boom to put me up P " I asked. 

** Nothin* much dae but room," si^ied tbe youth, 
in the slurring speech of the Anglo-Spanish half- 
caat, ** but the super 's not up yet, an* I *m wly 
tbe skittles." 

I left my baggage in bis keeping and, roaaaing 
on through the rapidly warming city to the Alameda 
Gardens, clambered away the day on tbe blistered 
face of the great Bock above. 

The " super," a flabby-muscled tank of an Eng- 
lishman, was lolling out the evening among his di- 
oits when I reentered the Institute. My request 
for lodging roused him but momentarily from hi* 
lethargy. 

** Sign off bereP ** he drawled. 

**Iielt the Prinxeann this morning," I answered. 



,,;. Google 



M FOUR MONTHS AFOOT IN SPAIN 

suddenly reminded that I mu no Imiger a seamaa 
foepsred to produce my discborge-boc^ on demand. 

"A.B., eh?" 

" Been before the mait on the WarwickiJUre, 
Glen—" 

** All right. A bob a ni^t is our tax. But no 
smoking aloft,*' he added, as I dropped a coin on 
the table before him. 

** 'Or je like Gib? " asked the half-cast, leading 
the way up a norroir stairway. 

** Like it,»* I replied. 

" Yea, they all does," he mourned, " for one day. 
Bat *ow if you *ad always to bask on the stewin* 
old Rock, like a bally lizard P Saint Patrick 1 If 
only some toff Vid pay me a ticket to America ! " 

He entered a great room, divided by thin wooden 
partitions into a score of small ones, and, tramping 
down a hallway, limited me into the last chamber. 
Opposite the cot was a tall window with heavy 
woodoi blinds. I flung them open and leaned out 
over the reja; and all at once, unheralded, the Spain 
of my dreams leaped into reality. Below, to one 
side, flowed the murmuring stream of Gibraltar's 
main thoroughfare; further away the flat-roofed 
city descended in moonlit indistinctness into the Med- 
iterranean. From a high-walled garden a pebble- 
toss away and canopied with fragrant fruit-trees, 
rose the twang of a guitar and a man's clear voice 
nnging a languorous air of Andalusia. Now and 
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tgain a peal of laughter broke on the ni^t and 
drifted KwtLj on the wings of the indolent sea-breeze. 
I rolled a cigarette and lighted it pensively, not in 
contempt for the " super's " orders, but because 
•ome transgression of established lav seemed the 
obIj fitting cdebration of the antrammeled summer 
that was opening before me. 
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VOOTPATHS OV ABSAXURU 

GIBRALTAR rises early. Proof of the asser- 
tion may be laddng, bat certainly not even a 
** Rock lizard '* could recompose himself for another 
nap after the passing of the crashing military band 
that snatched me at daybreak back to the waking 
world. With one bound I sprang from cot to win- 
dow. But there was no ground for alarm ; in gorge- 
like Waterport street below, Thomas Atkins, a regi- 
ment strong, was marching briskly barrackward* 
sweeping the flotsam of civilian life into the nooks 
and crannies of the flanking buildings. 

According to the Hoyle of travelers a glimpse of 
Morocco was next in order. But with the absurdity, 
of things inanimate and Oriental both the Tangievs 
steamers were scheduled to loll out the day in harbor. 
When *' Skittles ** had again stowed away my chat- 
tels, I drifted aimlessly out into the city. But the 
old eagerness to tread Spanish soil was soon upon me, 
heightened now by the sigfat of Algeciraa gleaming 
across the bay. The harbor steamer would haye 
landed me there a mere peseta poorer. Instead, I 
sauntered through the Lon^ort gate and awaj 
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along the Bhifting liig^way which the Holder of the 
Rock hat dubbed, in his insular tongue, the " Rosid 
to Spain." 

It kd me past the double rank of sentry boxes 
between which soldiers of England tramp ererlast- 
ingljr, and into bandit-famed La Linea. A Spaniard 
ni rumpled uniform scowled out upon me from the 
first stone hoTel, but, finding me empty-handed, ■■ 
nkntly withdrew'. I turned westward through the 
disjointed town and ont upon the curving shore of 
liKbay. 

Here was neither highway nor path. Indeed, were 
Cftch Spanish minute ta^ed with a Broadway price- 
Mark, the peseta would have beoi dearly saved, for 
tfe apparent proximity of Algeciras had been but a 
tricking of the eye. Hour after hour I waded 00 
ttrough seashore sand, halting now and Uien in tiie 
shadow of some time-gnawed watch-tower of the de- 
parted Moor, before me such a survey of the shim- 
mering sea to the very base of the hazy African 
coast OS amply to justify the setting of an outhx^ 
on this jutting headland. 

The modem guardian of the coast dwells more 
knrly. Every here and th»e I came upon a bleached 
and tattered grass hut just out of reach of the Ian- 
goid surf, and under it a no less ragged and listless 
cmnAmero squatted in Arabic pose and tranquillity, 
— sket wiQiin read), or frankly and audibly asleep 
OB IttB bade in the sand. Yet his station, too, was 
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wisely chosen. The vatdi and ward of to-day it Mt 
for no WM^trimined galley from the rival continent^ 
but against petty smugglers skulking along the rim 
of the bay. Nor cxnild the guard better spend his 
day than asleep : bis work falls at ni^t. 

It was the hour of tieita when I shuffled up a 
sandy bank into Algeoraa. Except for a cur or two 
that slunk with wilted toil across the ptoMO, the town 
lay in sultry repose. I sat down in a shaded comer 
of the square. Above me nodded the aged city tower, 
housing the far-famed and often-cursed bell of 
Algeciras. Recently, which is to say some time dur- 
ing the post century, it was cracked from rim to 
crown ; and the city fathers have not yet taken up 
the question of its replacemenL Meanwhile, it oon- 
tinues afflicHngly faithful to its task. At quarter- 
hourly intervals it clanked out across the bay like tho 
suspended huQ of a battleship beaten with the butt 
of a connoD, a languid sigh rose over the drowsing 
city, and silence settled down anew. 

As the shadows spread, life revived, slowly and 
yawningly at first, then swelling to a contrasting 
merry-making that reached its cUmaz toward mid- 
night in the festooned streets beyond the plaza. 
Algeciras was celebrating her annual feria. Some- 
where I fell in with a carpenter in blouse and hemp 
sandals, whose Spanish flowed musically as a wood- 
land brook, and together we sauntered out the 
evening among ibs lifted booths. The f 
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Bwngen were toiling histOy. G^psy and down, 
bolmmi, juggler, and ballad-singer drew each hit 
HtUe knot of idlers, but a multitude was maased onlj 
around the gambling tables. Here a hubbub of ex- 
cited voices assailed the ear; an mcesBBnt rain of 
coins fell on the green cloth, from the ragged and 
tiie tailored, from qoavering crones and little chil' 
dren. The carpenter dived into the fray with his 
only peseta, screaming with excitement as the whed 
•topped on the number he had played. Within an 
hoar a pocket of his blouse was bulging with silver. 
I can^t him by the sleere and shouted a word in hii 
tar. Wild horses could not have dragged him away, 
nor the Toices of sirens hare distracted his eyes from 
the spinning tnmdle. A half-hour later he did not 
possess a copper. 

** If you had listened,** I said, when we had reached 
a conrersational distance, ** you would not have lost 
your fortune." 

•* What fortune I " he panted. •* AH I have lost, 
sefior, is one peseta, and hod an evening of a life- 
time." 

I can^t the morning steamer to Gibraltar and on 
hour later was pitching across the neck of the Medi- 
terranean on board the Gebel Derta. Third-class 
fare to Africa was one peseta; first-class, ten; and 
the difference in accommodation about forty feet, — ■ 
to wit, the distance from the forward to the after- 
deck. One peseta, indeed, seemed to be the fixed 
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chaise for any serrice in thii comer of the workL 
Mj eTciuDg meal, the night's lodging, the boatman'i 
fee for setting me aboard the steamer had eadi cost 
as much. It would be as easy to quote a fixed sellinp- 
price for mining-stockR as to set the vahie of that 
delusive Spanish coin. The summer's arerage, hoT- 
erer, was close upon sixteen cents for the peseta, of 
whidi the eAitmo is the hundredth part. There are 
at large, be it further noted, a vast number of home- 
made pesetas worth just sixteen cents less, which 
■bow great affini^ for the stranger's pocket until 
•ach time as be leams to emulate the native and sound 
each coin on the stone set into every counter. 

It was while we were skirting the calcined town of 
Tarifa that I made the acquaintance of Aghmed 
Shat The introduction was not of my seeking — 
but of the ingratiating vays of Aghmed I need say 
nothing, known as he is by every resident of our 
land. At least I can recall no fellow-countrymait 
whose visiting-card he did not dig up frcnn the 
abysmal confusion of hia inner garments. 

To that host of admirers it will bring grief to 
kam that Aghmed was most unjustly treated aboard 
the Gebd Dena on that blistering thirteenth day of 
June. Yet facts most be reported. It chanced that 
the dozen Anglo-Saxons sprawled ungracefully 
about the after-deck composed, at such times as 
composure was possible, a single party. As all tba 
vorid knows, it is for no other puipose than to 
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ofer tiie protectioD of his name and leaming to jiut 
mch defenseleM flocks that the hi^t-born Moroccan 
gentleman in question has been journeying thrice 
ireeklj to the Rock these thirty yean. Yet the beU- 
yether of the party, blind to hia opportunity, had 
chosen aa guide an ignorant, vite, agly, utterly on- 
principled rascal whose only motiTe was mercenary. 
Tm^ Aghmed and the rascal were outwardly as 
alike as two bogos pesetas. But surely any man 
worthy the title of personal cronductor should be 
versed in the reading of character, or at least able 
to distinguiidi between genuine testimonials from the 
world's £lite and a parcel of hald forgeries t Worst 
f>f all, the leader, with that stiff-neckedneas con- 
genital to his race, had persisted in his error erea 
after Aghmed had recounted in full detail the rascal's 
crimes. Small wonder there was dejection in the 
face of the universally-recommended as he crossed 
tiie pitdung plank that connected the first-class with 
the baser worid, his skirtB threshing in the wind, his 
turban awry. 

At sight of me, however, he brightened visibly. 
With outstretched hand and a wan smile he minuetted 
forward and seated himself on the hatch beside me 
with the unobtrusive greeting : 

" Why for you travel third-class P " 

The question struck me as superfluous. But it is 
as impossiUe to scowl down Aghmed's spirit of in- 
vestigation as to stare him into believing an Amer- 
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ican a Spaniard. By the time the valleja of tlu 
African coast had begun to take on individuality, I 
had heard not only the full story of his benevolent 
life but had refuBed for the twentieth time bit disin- 
terested offer of protection. Nature, however, made 
Aghmed a guardian of his fellow^-mau, as she haa 
made other hapless mortals poets ; and her commands 
must be carried out at whatever sacrifice. Gradually, 
alowly, sadly, the " souvenir " which ** americaoo 
gentlemen" were accuatomed to bestow upon him 
with their farewell hand-claap fell from twenty shil- 
£ng8 to ten, to five, to three, then to as many pesetas. 
It was usdess to explain that I had trusted to my 
own guidance in many an Arab land, and been f uUy 
satisfied with the service. When every other argu- 
ment .had fallen lifeless at his slippered feet, be sent 
forth at regular intervals the sole survivor, cheering 
it on with a cloud of acrid cigarette smoke : 

** Si el sefior " — for his hamstrung English had 
not far endured the journey — " if the gentleman has 
never token a guide, this will be a new experience.** 

In the end the sole survivor won. What, after all, 
is travel but a seeking after new experience? Here, 
in truth, was one; and I might find out for myself 
whether a full-grown man tagging through the 
streets of a foreign city on the heels of a twaddle- 
spouting native feels as ridiculous as he looks. 

We anchored toward noon in the churning harbor 
of Tangiers and were sotm pitched into the pandc- 
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I of a]l that goea to make up on Oriental mob 
Ijing in vait for touring Europeans. In a twink- 
ling, Aghmed had engaged donkeja to carry ua to 
the principal hoteL I paused on the outskirts of 
the riot to infonn him that our gi^t-seeing would 
be afoot ; and with a scream of astonishment he reeled 
and irouldf perhaps, have fallen had not the street 
been paved in that vhicb irould haTe made sudi stage- 
business unpleasant. 

**Ptero, sefiorl** be gasped. "You do not — you 
— why, people will say you have do money ! " 

** Horrible 1 ** 1 cried, dodging a slau^tered sheep 
on the bead of a black urchin in scanty nij^t-efairt 
that dashed suddenly out of a slit between two build- 
ings. Aghmed, myopic with excitement, failed to 
side-step, and it was some distance beyond that his 
wail again fell on my ear : 

** O sefiorl Americano gentlemen never go by this 
street. I cannot guide without donkeys — " 

** YoQ can periiaps run along home to dinnerP ** I 
suggested; but he merely fell silent and pattered on 
at my heels, now and again heaving a plaintive sigh. 

For the better part of the day we roamed in and 
out throu^ the tangled city. In the confusion of 
dtmkeys, bare legs, and immodesty, the narcotic 
smell of hashish, the sound of the harsh guttural 
tongue once so familiar, memories of more distant 
Mohammedan lands surged upon me. Yet by com- 
parison Tangiers seemed only a faded segment of 



Di. Google 



86 POUR MONTHS AFOOT IN SPAIN 

tite swftrming Arab irorld set aside to orerawe 
Ehmq^ean tourists, Arabic enough in its way, but 
onlj a little, mild-nuuiaered sample. 

Late in the afternoon I rounded tbe beach andt 
falling upon the hi^way to Fez, strolled away out 
(tf sight and sound of the seaport. Aghmed still 
langnished at my heels. To him also the day had 
brought a new experi^ice. As we leaned back 
against a grassy slope to watch the setting of tht. 
red sun, he broke a long hour's silence. 

" SeBor," he said, " never have I walked so much. 
When we had come to the Socco I was tired. When 
we had seen all the city my legs were as two stone 
pQIars. Yet I must keep walking." 

"Why?" I asked. 

" Because you must be protected! Ah, sefior, you 
do not know how dangerous is Tangiers ; and here ia 
the country alone you would before now be dead, or 
carried off by bandits. Perhaps this mudi walking 
will make me lick. Or if I have been seen by my 
friends or a gentleman tourist t Allah neskeen E 
They will say I am no longer a gentleman guide, but 
a donkey boy." 

When her night traffic had taken on its wonted 
swing, my stone-legged protector called at the inn 
for the purpose of proving that the far-famed 
naughtiness of his city was no mere conceit. The 
demonstration was not convincing. Two hours or 
more we ambled from wineshop to cafi eantaate, en- 
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daring a deal of caterwauling and inane nilgaritj 
1^ DO means sapanor to a Friday-night perfonnanca 
on the Bowery. The relieving shejAerd's erode, 
moreorer, being nowhere in eridence, I fled the tor- 
tore and retired to bed. 

To my infinite reHef, Aghmed waa on hand in fuQ 
health next morning to bid me farewell at the end 
of the pier and to receive his specified " souvenir." 
He was profuse, too, with the hope that I might soon 
revisit his land ; but I caught no hint of a desire to 
add my card to his collection. 

The steamer plowed her way back to Europe, and 
by mid-aftemoon I emerged from the Sailor's Instt- 
tnte face to face with a serious problem. The most 
patient of men, which I am not, would hardly set off 
on a tramp across the Iberian peninsula carrying a 
forty-pound suitcase, even of unread classics. To 
have dumped the books in the first alleyway woold 
have been easy, yet painful, for there runs a strain 
of Scotch in my veins. I dropped in on the nearest 
bocAsdler to inquire whether he could see his way 
dear to accept at a bargain a batch of novels newly 
imported from New York. But the eager glow 
qoi^y faded from his features as I hiid the volumes 
before him. 

** Why, sirl ** he cried: ** These be old books, out 
of date. I thought had you something New York 
is reading this summer — ** 

In whidi attitude his two rivals also dismissed mc^ 
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«Ten tKough I sought the good will of the l&at hy, 
squaoderiiig the bulk of a bright gold sovereign toe 
Baedeker's " Spain." As I turned down to the har- 
bor, a thou^t, or more exactlj the sight of a ser- 
geant's uniform under the fortress gate, struck me. 
^e wearer stiffened like a ramrod when I halted be* 
fore him. 

*' Have you a library in the hairacks? " 

" Ah — certainly, garrison library. Bat I hardly, 
fawn<7 the conmiander would allow — " 

" Of course not," I interrupted, tossing the booki 
into his arms ; ** but I am off for Spain and if you 
have any use foe a few novels — ** 

" Ah — er — well, thank you most kindly, sir I *• 
bawled the officer after me. 

Thon^ the fact may never be called to his atten^ 
tion, the sergeant had heard the last phrase of En^ 
lish that passed my lips in many a week. As a per- 
sonal experiment I had resolved not to speak a word 
of my native tongue within the kingdom of Spain, 
even to myself ; though this latter proviso, to be sure, 
necessitated the early acquisition of a few Spanish 
terms of double voltage. 

The forerunner of evening was descending upon 
Algeciras as I mounted through her now all but voice- 
less fiesta and struck away over a grass-patched 
hillock. The further slope was skirted by a dusty 
highway that wound off through a billowy country 
pregnant with the promise of greater heights to 
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come. Bat the trend of the road wm ireat rather 
than north. Over the hills ahead two male Toices 
were bawling a sort of dialogue of song. I mended 
my pace and had sogn oTertaken two peasants rol- 
licking homeward from tiie festival. When X inquixed 
if this were the highway to Madrid they fell suddenly 
silent, after a word of greeting, and strode along be- 
side me exchan^ng puzzled glances. 

** Wen, then, to Ronda, sefioresP " I asked. " Pop- 
«sta carreteraP " 

** No, no, sefior 1 ** they answered quickly. ** Pox 
aquf no ! You must go on the railroad." 

*' No, I am traTciling on toot.*' 

** Perf ectamente, sefior ; and to walk to Ronda yon 
most take the railixiad." 

There was nothing in the mien of either to suggest 
the practical joker. Tet so far as my experience 
carried there was not a comer of Europe where two 
steps on the right of way was rated less a crime than 
arson or housebreaking. 

We reached the line not far beyond, the fairway 
dinng under by a stone-faced cutting and bearing the 
peasants away with it. Over the next rise their dove- 
tailed duet rang out again and, melting in volume 
and rendered almost musical by distance, filtered back 
to me from the deepening valleys a full quarter-hour 
longer. 

I climbed the embankment not without misgiving. 
Sore enou^b, a track there was, beside the broad- 
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gauge rails, coTered with cinders and scarred iritli 
many imprints of donkey hoofs. A mile along it 
demonstrated how poor a walking kit is even a half- 
empty suitcBse, I sat down to take stock of the con- 
tents. In the jumble was a bhie flannel shirt past 
its prime. I fished out thread ^id needle and sewed 
a Jack-Tar seam across the garment below tlie amf 
pits, amputated sleeres and shoulders with a fen; 
shtshes, and behold I a knapsack that mi^it bear my 
burdens through all the kingdom of Spain, and hold 
its own in any gathering of shoulder-packed way- 
farers. When I had stuffed my possessitms into it 
there was still room to spare for such odds and ends 
as find their way into the baggage of the leasb 
acquisitive of travelers. Then pitching the suitcase 
spread-eagle over the boidering hedge, I cut a stick 
in a neighboring thidcet and struck off again at tha 
regular stride so indispensable to any true ^oymeoti 
of tramping. 

Night fell soon afttf. A faU it was indeed ; no 
half-hearted settling down of gloom as in our north- 
em zone, but a descendant flood of obscurity that 
left the eyes blinking in dismay. To right and left, 
where had been rolling uplands and heathered fields 
sharp-cut in smanest detail, nothing — a sea of inky 
blackness; and ahead, the stony-blind unknown. 
The cinder path held firm, hut cmly a foot rubbing 
along the rail guided my steps, until sndi time as 
sight resumed its leadership. 
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An hour or more I marched on into the summer 
aigfat. Then out of the darkness ahead stole a feeble 
point of Hgbt, an increaBuig murmur of human 
voices, and the end of the first day's tramp vas before 
me. Beside tlie way a stone building stood open, an 
oil torch twilighting a cobble-floored room heaped 
at one end vith a Spanish grocer's irares. An un- 
shaven man of flftj, a red hant&ercbief bound 
brigand-fashion about his head, bulked forward 
throof^ an inner doorway. 
** You furnish lodgings? ** 
** Sf, sefior; and your bnnoP ** 
" I am walking. Is supper to be had? " 
" Claro, hombre 1 Choose from the baskets and 
Uk aefiora shall cook it for you in a twinkling." 

AH through the following day the path continued 
parasitic to the railway. The roadbed was tbidkly 
covered with crushed stone, with nowhere a hint of 
the existence of section-gangs. On either hand 
rolled away a landscape stamped with the features 
of an African ancestry, all bat concealed at times 
by the cactus-trees of a wiIlow*s height that hedged 
tint tratjc. At rare intervals a stuccoed station serv- 
mg simie hamlet hidden among the hills found st&nd- 
ing-room on tiie rij^t of way. An occasional hovel 
boiH of 6eld stones frowned down from the crest of 
a parched hillock. Now and again out of the meet- 
ing-place of the rails ahead came jog^png a peasant 
■eated sidewise on an ass. to swerve suddenly aside 
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and rattle off down a rocky gorge, ainging a higb- 
pitched ballad of Arabic cadence. Bat these were 
but bubbles on the aurface of a fatiunnleaa aolitude, 
though a solitude brilliast with an all-inTading sun- 
dune that left no skulking-place for somber moods. 

It turned out that the railroad had not been built 
for the exclusive convenience of pedestrians and 
donkejB. A bit before noon a nimbliDg arose out 
of the north, and no unconscionable time thereafter 
the daily " ezpreso " roared bj — at a rate close 
tqmn fifteen miles an hour. The ticket collector, 
cigarette in mouth, clambered hand over hand along 
the running board, in imminent peril of losing his 
footing — and being obliged to pursue his train to 
the next station. During the afternoon there pasaed 
two " mixtos," toy freight trains with a caudal cai^ 
load of pasaeugers. But the speed of these was more 
reasonable, varying from six to eight miles, with 
vacations at each station and frequent holidays in the 
open country. 

The Eun was still an hour high when I reached the 
station of San Pablo. This time the town itself 
stood in plain flight, pitched on the summit of an 
oak-grown hill barely a mile from the line. I 
plunged quickly down into the intervening valley. 

It was a checkei^board place, perhaps only a cen- 
tury or two old; certainly no relic of the Moor, for 
there was not a sign of shop or market in all its ex- 
tent. Only in the last street did I catch sight of one 
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of its inhabitanta, dining in solitary state in the 
crater of a bare room. He stared at me a long mo- 
ment when I halted before the immense open window: 
to inquire for an inn. 

** San Pablo, seQor,** he answered at last, ** is a 
private town owned bj the mining company. There 

I was turning away when he continued: 

**But step inside and we shall see what the ama 
can arrange for you." 

He was, as I had guessed, a Frenchman, an expert 
employed in the mines. The Spanish, however, in 
which he addressed the ama was faultless. 

" Ah, Don Victor! " protested that matron, ** How 
can X give posada, having no license from the govern- 
ment? And without the permission of Don Jos£ — " 

" Pepete,** said the Gaul to an urchin peering in 
upon us, *' ask Don Jos^ to have the goodness to step 
over. He is manager of the mines," he continued, 
" and so alcalde and potentate of San Pablo." 

It would have been a misfortune, indeed, to have 
journeyed throu^ Andalusia without making the 
acquaintance of Don Jos& He burst in upon us a 
moment later; a very hippopotamus of a man, 
dressed in baggy trousers, slouch bat, and alpaca 
jacket. Unfortunately his arrival coincided with 
my announcement that I was walking to Cordoba — 
the whole itinerary would have been too strong meat 
for Latin consumption — and bis native genialityj 
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was for a time oTenhadoved by ostoDishment at my 
eztraordmary means of locomotion. I had all but 
JInished the meal act for me in an adjoioing room 
irhen the pair entered and sat down beside me. 

** Seflor,** began tiie manager, in what was meant to 
be a whisper, ** you cannot walk to C6rdoba. It is 
forty leagues." 

** Hov much money have youP ** put in the French- 

"£r — I haTe something over seven pesetas," I 
ansirered. 

"Snenol Bonfsima!" cried the alcalde, patting 
ne on the shoulder. " Don Victor and I will add the 
test and I shall go with yon to the station to buy 
&t ticket — in the morning." 

Great, I reflecte^i^ is the infant mortality among 
generous resolutions in the gray of dawn, and accord- 
ingly held my peace. 

Having settled my future to his own satisfaction, 
Don Jos£ linked an arm in one of mine and plunged 
oat into the night. 

** Tour bed is waiting for you in your own house,*' 
lie said with Spanish formality. " You have only to 
■ay the word." 

The first syllable of which I bad not found time to 
say before we marched full front into San Pablo's 
barrack-like caf& A roar of greeting sounded 
through the dense cloud of cigarette smoke : ** Buenos 
tardea I Don Job41" 
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** Buenas, amigos ! Qae le guata 1 " Tetumed mj 
companion, and pushing toward a table with two 
vacant chain he continued without a break, " Un 
ponche, Don Gregariol And jou, sefiorP Any- 
thing yoa may choose, tboogfa there is nothing equal 
to ponche. Verdad, Jtnlof " Then as I opened my 
lips to express a preference, '* Sfl sf 1 Don Gregario ( 
Dos pooches 1 ** 

The room was filled with a hundred bronze-tinted 
miners over wine and cards. Don Job£ was the in- 
dustrial autocrat of every man present, yet one would 
have fancied him rather a brother or cousin, so fre« 
was the intercourse from haughtiness on the one 
hand and serrility on the other. Miner and man- 
ager addressed each other by their given names, 
shouted at each other in friendly dispute, thumped 
each other fraternally on the back. Despite all which 
one felt absolute assurance that when labor again 
caught up its pick the manager's word would com- 
mand instant obedience. 

The landlord, flushed with the exertion of their 
concoction, soon set the incomparable beverages be- 
fore us. With the alacrity of a man who will hava 
no shadow of debt hanging over his head, Don Jos£ 
thrust a band into a pocket of his alpaca and cast 
OD the table three mammoth coppers, the combined 
value of whidi was close upon five cents. With the 
first sip he rolled a cigarette and pushed poudi and 
papers toward me. Then having introduced me as 
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** Sefior Newyorkano," he plunged heuSong into the 
i/Utry of mj life, addressing not merely the as- 
■cmbled minen but whomever else may have been 
prowling within gunshot of the building. ** Aud to 
think, amigos," he concluded, " after crossing all 
the sea el sefior should have wandered into San Pablo 
looking for a posada ! " 

The company beat their hands on the tables and 
howled with merriment. Whatever the uproarious 
humor of that climax to my adventures, it lost noth- 
ing of its poignancy as long as the evening lasted, 
and served to top off a score of otherwise pointlesa 
tales. 

My ignorance of the Andaluslan game notwith- 
standing, I had soon taken a hand. The alcalde, con- 
auming uncounted cigarettes, beamed over my shoul' 
der shouting praise of my sagacity each time I cafft 
on the table the card he pointed out. As for 
•* ponche," what the peerless libation lacked in favor 
with the masses it gained in the unswerving fidelity of 
its sponsor. With clock-like regularity his reverbera- 
ting voice rang out above the din of revelry : " Don 
Gregario, un ponche I " In vain did I announce my 
thirst permanently abated, in vun did I " say the 
word ** or strive at least to take advantage of the 
free choice offered me. My protest was invariably 
drowned in the roar of the amended order: " Sf, sf I 
Doa pouches, Don Gregario ! " 

Erening rolled into night, night into morning, and 
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■tin the clank of copper coiiu cootinued. Once I 
attempted to foreitall the diving into that fathom- 
leM alpaca by thrusting a hand into mjr own pocket. 
lij unquenchable hoet started to his feet irith a bel- 
low that seemed to set the very walls vibrating : 

** Strangers, sefior, cannot spend money in Saa 
Pablo I We are a private town ! " 

The minute hand was nearing the completion of 
its third lap when a general uprising, subtly insti- 
gated by the landlord, swept the carousen into tha 
ooal-bla^ nighL ** My house ** was no such regal 
mansion as be6tted an industrial sovereign, an alcalde, 
and a man of unlimited coppers rolled into one. It 
was different, to be sure, from the other bare stona 
dwdliDgs of San Pablo, but only in the wild bachelor 
disorder that reigned within its four naked walls. 
In one ooraer was a mountainous husk mattress. Its 
mate, alleged my host, lay somewhere buried in tha 
jumble ; and he verified the assertion not long after 
by dragging it forth. While he was booting this 
into some resemblance to a bed, I lucked off my shoes 
and sank into profound slumber. 

"Daa Jos^, too, awoke at sunrise. His generosity, 
however, was but a shadow of its former self. On 
the descent from the town he listened to my objec- 
tions to the proposed charity without once proffering 
A reply. In the depth of the valley he halted and 
stared gloomily up at the steep, sun-glazed path to 
the station observing that Providence aftor all is 
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the appointed guardian of the foolhardy. I thmit 
out a band. He ahook it dejectedly and, bidding 
me go with God and remember thoe is no drink equal 
to poncbCf Bet oat to clamber hia iray back to the 
village. 

Beyond the curve that swept Sao Pablo into the 
past a stream brawled down out of the hiUs. I 
dimbed a little way up the gorge and came upon a 
tumbled boulder that had stored up a pool of just 
the depth for a morning plunge. Further on the 
railway grew more winding with every mile. The 
biOs increased to mountain spurs, and soon after 
came the mountains themselves, the parched and rock- 
tnmbied Sierra, de Ronda, fertile only with the mem> 
ory of smugglers and intricate pathways. The 
route led through many long, sombrous tunnels, ta- 
trance into which from the blanng stmshine was like 
the diving into a moontain lake. Where the bur- 
rowings ended, the line became still more circuitous, 
leaping over abysmal, jagged gulleys by massive 
diy bridges. 

I fasted all the day; for it was Sunday, and the 
few station buildings that appeared were deserted. 
Yet the privation pasted almost unnoticed. Were 
a choice to be made I would willingly sacrifice any 
day's dinner for the unfailing sunshine of Spain, 
reinforced by the pleasure of knowing iliat with the 
new dawn another unclouded day will begin. 

My night's halt was beneath swaying palm-trees. 
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Down tlmra^^ a ravine beaide the track were ■eat- 
tered a few nunbling hooses, in one of whidi X foond 
aceommodations. Iti owner was a peasant, battered 
with yean, who Mt before his dwelling smoking in 
the cool of evening with his three sons. One of 
these was a guardia eval who had seen all the prov- 
inces of Spain, and whose language in consequence 
was Spanish. His brotbeni, on the other hand^ 
spoke the crabbed dialect of Andalusia. I caught 
the sense of most of their remarks only at the third 
or forth repetition, to their ever-increasing aston~ 
iahment. 

''HeiTttano,'' interrupted the goaidia once, "you 
know you do not speak Spanish?** 

Tlw speaker fell silent and listened for some time 
open-mouthed to his brother in uniform. 

** Caracoles I ** he cried suddenly. ** I speak no 
other tongue than you, brother, except for tbe 6ne 
words yon have picked np at las Cortes ! " 

Whicii was exactly the difficulty. The **flne** 
words were of pure Castilian, for which the rural 
andahus substitutes terms left behind by the Moor. 
Furthermore his speech is guttural, explosive, slov^ 
enly, more redolent of Arabic than of Spanish. He 
n particularly prone to slight the S. His versitm 
of ** estes sefiorcs " is " ete aenore." Which is com- 
prehensible; but how shall the stranger guess that 
** cot^ e* V jutTa " is meant to convey the informa- 
tion that " la justicia ea costoaa' " 
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My ereiuKg me*l consisted of a gaxpacho, olives, 
egga, cherries, blood-dripping pom^muites, s rich 
Inown bread, and wine; mj couch of a ttrav mat- 
trcw in a comer of the great kitchm — and mj reck- 
oning was barely twelve cents. 

Afoot with the dawn, I had soon entered the vast 
cork forest that covers all the northern slope of the 
tterra. Wherever a siding offered, stood long rows 
of open frei^t cars piled high with bales of the 
tffoiagj bark ; the morning ** mixto ** hobbled by 
bearing soothward material seemingly sufficient to 
stop all the bottles in Christendom. 

By rail Ronda was still a long day distant — bnt 
not afoot. Before the morning was old I came apon 
the beginning of the short-cut which my hosts of 
the night had described. It straggled uncertainly 
upward for a time across a rolling sandy country 
knobbed with tufts of withered grass and overspread 
with mammoth corit-trees, some still unbaked, some 
standing stark naked in the blistering sun. Then all 
at once, path, sand and vegetation ceased, and above 
me stretched to the very heavens the grilling face of 
a bare rock. I mounted zigzagging, as up the slate 
roof of some ^gantic church, swathed in a heat that 
burned through the very soles of my shoes. A mile 
up, two guardias civiles emerged suddenly from a 
fissure, the sun glinting on their muskets and polished 
black three-cornered hats. Here, then, of all places, 
was to be my first meeting with these officious fel- 



,,;. Google 



FOOTPATHS OF ANDALUSIA 51 

loin, whoM inquisitiTeneM was reported the chief 
drawback to a tramp in Spain. But they greeted 
me with trul^ Spanish politeness, even cordiality. 
Only casuallj, when we had chatted a bit, as is wont 
among travelers meeting on the road, did one of them 
•aggerti 

**Yoa carry, no doubt, sefior, yoar personal 
papen?" 

I dived into my shirt — my knapsack, and drew 
out my passport. The officers admired it a moment 
aide by side without making so bold as to touch it, 
thanked me for privilege, raised a foreBnger to their 
hats, and stalked on down the broiling rock. 

A full hour higher I brought up against a sheer 
precipice. Of the town that must be near there was 
•mi not a trace. For some time longer I marched 
along the foot of the cliff, swinging half round a 
drcle and always mounting. Then all at once the 
impregnable wall gave way, a hundred white stone 
house* burst simultaneously on my si^t, and I en- 
tered a cHy seething in the heat of noonday. 
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RONDA crouches on the bald summit of a mck 
BO mighty that one can easily fancy it the 
brokmt base of some pillar that once upheld the 
iky. Nature seemt here to hare established divi- 
sion of labor. The gigantic rock bearing aloft the 
city sustains of itself not a sprig of vegetation. 
Belov> so far belov that Bonda dares even in sum- 
mer to fling down unburied tibe mutilated carcasses 
from her bullring, spreads the encircling vega, pro- 
ducing liberally for the multitude above, but grant- 
ing foothold scarcely to a peasant's hoveL Beyond 
and round i^at stretches the sierra, having for its 
task to shelter the city against prowling storms and 
to enrich the souls of her inhabitants with its rugged 
grandeur. 

Travelers come to Honda chiefly to gaze elsewhere. 
As an outlook upon the world she is well worth the 
coming ; as a city she is almost monotonous, with her 
squat, white-washed houses sweltering in the omniv- 
orous sunshine. Her only "sight" is the Tajo, 
the " gash " in the living rock like the marie of some 
powerful woodman's ax in the top of s tree-stump. 
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A storic-legged bridge ipans it, linlcing two unequal 
sectioiu of the town, which without this must be utter 
■traiigers. A stream trickles along its bottom, how 
deep down one recognizes only when he has noted 
how Hke toy buildings are the grist-mills that squat 
bcnde it pilfering their power. 

Elsewhere within the town the eyes wander away 
to the enclosing mountains. The wonder is not that 
ber inhabitants are dreamy-eyed; rather that they 
meceed at interrals in shaking c^ the spell of 
nature's setting to play their roles in life's prosaie 
drama. As for myself, I rambled through her pip- 
iag stRets for half the afternoon because she is 
Spanish, and because my supply of currency was 
falling low. Ronda boasts no bank. Her chief 
dry-goods merchant, however — by what right my 
informant could not guess — boasts himself a banker. 
I found the amateur financier at home, which chanced 
to be distant the height of one short stairway from 
his place of business. When I had chatted an hour 
or two with his clerks, the good man himself ap- 
peared, rosy with the exertions of the siesta, and ex- 
amined the ten-dollar check with many expressions of 
gratitude for the opportunity. 

** We shall take pleasure," he said, ** in liquidating 
this obligation. You will, of course, bring persons of 
pay acquaintance to establish your identity, como es 
CDstombre in large financial transactions? " 

I had never so fully realized how convincing was 
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my command of Spanish as vhen I had succeeded 
within on hour in convincing this bond-alave of 
** coatumbre *' that express-checks are designed to 
•Toid just this diflBcuItj. He expressed a desire to 
examine the document more thoroughly and retired 
vith it to the depths of his estabhshment Toward 
erening he returned with pen and ink-bom. 

** I accept the obligation," he announced, ** and 
dull pay you fifty-seren pesetas, according to yes- 
terday's quotation on the Borsa. But I find I have 
such a sum on hand only in coppers." 

" Which would weigh," I murmured, after the 
necessary calculation, ** something over thirty 
pounds. You will permit me, sefior, to express my 
deep gratitude — and to vorry along ior the tuM 
being with the money in podiet." 

Travelers who arraign Honda for lack of creature 
ctHoforts can never have be«i assigned the quartern 
a peseta won me for the ni^t in the " Parador ds 
iVista Hennosa.** The room was a house in itadf, 
peculiarly clean and home-like, and furnished not 
only with the necessities of bed, chairs, and taper- 
li^^ted effigy of the Virgin, but with table, wash- 
stand, and even a bar of soap, the first I had aeoi 
in the land except that in my own knapsack. Whoi 
the sun hod fallen powerless behind the sierra, I 
drew the green reed shade and found before my 
window a little rejaed balcony hanging so directly 
over the Tajo that the butt of a cigarette fell whirl- 
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ing down, down to tiw -nrj bottom of the gorge. 
I dnggcd a eluir out into the dnak and sat smoking 
beneath the star^Bpriiikled tky long past a pedectrian's 
bedtime, the unbroken music of the Guadalvin far 
bdow ascending to mingle with the murmur of the 
strolling city. 

To the north of Ronda begins a bi^way that 
goes down throu^^ a country as arid and rock- 
strewn as the anti-Lebanon. Here, too, ia much of 
tike Arab's contempt for roads. Donkeys hearing 
unging men tripped by along hard-beaten paths just 
far enough off the public way to be no part of it. 
Mow and again donkey and traO rambled away in- 
dependently over the thinty hills, periiaps to return 
an hour beyond, more often to be swallowed up in 
Uie onknown. The untraveled carretera lay inches 
deep m fine white dust. Far and near the landscape 
was toadied only with a few slight patches of 
viridity. The solitary tree under which I tossed 
throng an hour of siesta cast the stringy, wavering 
shade of a bean-pole. 

9iarp-eyed with appetite, I came near, nererthe- 
less, to passing unseen early in the afternoon a vil- 
lage hidden in plain sight along the flank of a red- 
dish, barren hilL In this, too, Andalusia resembles 
Asia Minor; her hamlets are so often of the same 
colored or colorless rocks as the hills on which they 
are built as frequently to escape the eye. I forded 
a bone-dry brook and climbed into the tumbled 
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pueblo. Toward the end of the prmcipftl hek of » 
atreet one of the crumbling horel-fronts wsa Bcrawled 
in faded red, with the Spaniard's innoeoit indtt- 
tinction between the Kcond and twenty-seamd letter* 
of the alphabet: 

Once admitted to ilie sleepy interiort I regaled my- 
self on bread, cheese, and " bino " and scrambled bad 
to the highway. It wandered more and more errat- 
ically, slinlting often around hills that a bit of ex- 
ertion would have sunnounted. I recalled the in- 
dependence of the donkeys and, pidung up a path at 
an elbow of the route, struck off across the nigged 
country. 

But there is sound truth, as in all his venerable if 
somewhat baggy-kneed proverbs, in the Spaniard's 
assertiiHi that "no hay atajo sin trabajo." In this 
shortrcut there was work and to spare. As long as 
the day lasted the way continued stiff and stony, 
ceaselessly moanting or descending, with nev^ 6 
level of breathing-space breadth nor a moment's re- 
spite from the rampant sunshine. A few times I 
stumbled upon an inhabited heap of stones in a fold 
of the hills. Man, at least fully clothed, seemed 
never before to have strayed thus far afield. From 
each hutch poured forth a shaggy fellow with his 
draggled mate and a flodc of half-naked children^ 
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all to itare speedilessly after me «s long as the croim 
of my hat remained in aighL 

The highway hod deserted me entirely. As dark- 
ness came on, the dimming outline of the cragged 
hilb rising on either hand carried the thoughts more 
than ever back to the savage. Bedouin-skulking soli' 
tudes of Asia Minor. Long after these, too, had 
hloided into the nig^ I stumbled on. At length 
there fell on my ear the distant dismal howling of 
dogs. I pressed forward, and vhea the sound had 
grown to a discordant uproar plunged, stick in hand* 
into a chaos of buildings jumhled together on a rocky 
ridge, — ■ the village of PeBamirio. 

The twisting, shoulder-broad channels betwem the 
predelugian hovels were strewn with cobblestones, no 
two of equal size or hei^t, hut all polished icy 
smooth. I sprawled and skated among them, a prey 
to embarrassment for my clumsiness, until my con- 
fusion was suddenly dispelled by the pleasure of see- 
ing a native fall down, a buxom girl of eighteen 
who suffered thus for her pride in putting on shoes. 
Throu^out the town these were rare, and stockings 
more so. 

The xxnta into which I straggled at last was the 
replica of an Arabic Jchan, as ancient as the days of 
Tarik. It consisted of a covered barnyard court 
surrounded by a vast corridor, with rock arches and 
pillars, beneath which mules, horrieoi, and a horse 
cff two were munching. One archway near the en- 
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trance was given over to human occupation. The 
jpoiadero grumbled at me a word of greeting; hia 
wife snarled interminably over her pots and jars in 
preparing me a meag« supper. Now and again as 
X ate, an arriero arrired and led his imimal throu^^ 
the dining-roon to the stable, I steeled myself to 
endure a rough and stony nighL 

When I had sipped the last of my wine, howerer, 
the hostess, sullen as ever, mounted three stone steps 
ia the depth of the archway and lighted me into a 
room that was strikingly in cfmtrast with the dun- 
geon-like inn proper. The chamber was neatly, even 
daintily furnished, the walls decorated coUege-fash- 
ioB with pictures of erery size and variety, the tile 
floor carpeted with a thick ingy the bed veiled with 
lace curtains. It was distinctly a feminine room ; and 
as I undressed the certainty grew upon me that I 
had dispossessed for the ni^t the daughter of the 
house, who had turned out to be none other than 
that maid whose pride-shod downfall had so relieved 
my embarrassment. Evidently the venta of Pefia- 
rruria afforded no other accommodations befitting a 
guest who could squander more than a half peseta 
for a mere nig^fs lodging. 

Over the head of the bed, framed in flowers and 
tiie dust-dry memento of Palm Sunday, was a diromo 
misrepresentation of the Virgin, beneath which 
fiidered a wick floating in oil I was early trained 
to sleep in darkness. When I had endured for ■ 
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loDg half-hour the dancing of the li^it oa my eye- 
lida, I rase to bloir it out, and sank quickly into 



I had all but finished my coffee and iredge of black 
bread nest moming vben a double shriek announced 
that my forgotten sacrilege had been diacorered. 
The modem vestal virgins, in the persons of the 
posadera and her now barefoot dau^t^, charged 
flre^yed out of my erstwhile quarten and swooped 
down upon me like two lineal descendants of the 
Grecian Furies. I mosteied eacix expression of in> 
■ocence and fearlessness as I was able and listened in 
siknoe. They exhausted in time their stock of blis- 
tering adjectives and dashed togetber into the street 
fnUishing their grieraDce to all Fefiarruria. Grad- 
nally the shrill Toiees died away in the eontorled 
village, and with them my apprehension of figuriag 
ni same modem auto da f & As I was picking up 
my knapsack, however, an urchin burst in upon me 
shouting that the guardia civil thereby summoned me 
into his presence. 

** Ha," thought I, ** Spain has merely grown man 
v^to-date in dealing with heretics.** 

The officer was not to be avoided. He sat before 
a building which I must pass to escape from the 
town ; a deep-eyed man who manipulated his cigarette 
with one hand while he slowly ran the fingen of the 
other throu^ the only beard, peihaps, in all the 
dieaded company of which he was a member. Bis 
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greeting, however, was -cordial, almost diffideot In 
fact, the cause of mj mmmom was quite other than 

1 had apprehended. Having learned my nationality; 
from the inn register, he had made so bold as to hope 
that I would delay my departure long enough to 
give him a cigarette's worth of information concerif 
ing the western hemisphere. 

" I have resigned from the goardia," he said in 
explanation of his un-Spanish curiosity, " and in 
three months I go to make cigars in your Tampa, 
in la Florida. Spain can no longer feed her chil- 
dren.** 

I sketched briefly the life in the new world, not 
forgetting to picture some of the hardships Buch 
A change nnut bring a man of the fixed habits of 
forty, and took leave of him with the national bene- 
diction. 

For some hours I trudged on across a country, 
similar to that of the day before. The heat was Afri- 
can. The Spanish summer resonbles an intermit- 
tent fever; with nightfall comes an inner assurance 
that the worst is over, and infallibly with the new 
day the blazing sun sends down its rays seemingly 
more fiercely than before. The reflection of how 
agreeable would be a respite from its fury was 
weaving itself into my thoughts when I swooped 
suddenly down upon a railway at a hamlet named 
Gobantes. I hod no hope of covering all Spain 
afoot Away among the hUls to the north th« 
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■tAoMt of a locomotive that momoit sounded. I 
turned aside to the station and booght a tidiet to 
MiUaga. 

The train aquirmed away through howling, arid 
mountains, abounding in tunnels and tumbled bot- 
tomless gorges; then descending headlong to the 
plain, landed me at the seaport in mid-aftemoon. 
Even MtUaga on the seashore suffers from the beat. 
Her Alameda was thick in dust as an Andalusian 
highway; beneath the choking trees that bordered 
it the stone benches were blistering to the touch. 
The excursion was rewarded, however, if by nothing 
more than the mighty view of the sail-flecked 
Mediterranean from the summit of the Gibilfaro, 
reached by a dripping dimb through shifting rubble 
and swarms of begging gypsy children. Africa 
was visible, dimly but unmistakably. Below sim- 
mered the city, unenlivened by a single touch of 
green; to the rig^t the vega stretched floor-level to 
file foot of the treeless Alhama. Directly beneath 
me, like some vast tub, yawned the bullring, empty 
now but for a score of boys playing at ** torero,'* 
6aunting iheir jackets in the face of an urchin Btted 
with paper horns, and dashing in pretended terror 
for the barrier when he turned upon them. The 
ascent of the Gibilfaro must certainly be foi4>idden 
on Sunday afternoons. Fkxnn this height the strug- 
gle in the arena, visible in its entirety, yet purged 
by distance of its unpleasing details, would be a 
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scene more impresnTe than from the best seat in tiie 
tribunes. 

When I reached the station next moming the plat- 
form gate was locked and the train I had hoped to 
take iras legally departed. A railway bangex-on, in 
rags and hemp Bandala, however, climbed the iron 
picket fence and tbouted a word to the engineer. 
Hien beckoning to me to follow, he trotted back into 
the building and rapped authoritatiTely on the c1ok4 
window of the ticket-office. 

** Sefior,** he said, a» Um agent looked ant npon 
iia, " be kind enou^ to sell this caballero a ticket." 

** The train is gone," answered the ag^L 

" Not so, edior,** replied the bundle of rags 
haughtily ; " I am having it held thai this caTolioi 
may take it.** 

** Ah, very wdl,** responded the facial ; and hav- 
ing sold me the ticket, he handed to the hangeivoB 
the key to the platform gate. As I passed througb 
it the latter held out his hand, into which I dropped 
a copper, 

** Mucbiaimas gracias, cabaSero,** he said, bowing 
profoundly, " and may your grace forever travel 
with God." 

It was noon when I descended at Bobadilla, the 
Band-«wept junction where all southern Spain 
changes can. The train to Granada was soon jolfc- 
ing away to the eastward. Within the third-class 
compartment the heat was flesh-smelting. The bare 
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wooden cell, of the size of a pisno-crste, was packed 
not merelj to its lawful and unreasonable capacity 
of ten persons, but with all the penonal chattels 
under which nine of those persons had been able to 
totter down to the station. Between the two plank 
bmches, that danced up and down so like the screen 
of a thieahing machine as to deceive the blind man 
beside me into the ludicrous notion that the train 
was moving rapidly, was heaped a cart-load. To 
attempt an inventorj thereof would be to name everj- 
thing bolkj, onpleasing, and sharp-cf»nered ,that 
erer falls into the possession of the Spanish peasant. 
Suffice it to specify that at the sununit of the heap 
(wayed a crate of chickens whose cackling sounded 
without hint of interruption from Bobadilla to the 
end of the journey. 

The aatioaal characterisfica of third-class are 
denily marked. Before a French train is well under 
way two men are sure to fall into some heated dilute, 
to which their companions give undivided but speech- 
kss attention. The Grerman rides in moody silence; 
the Italian babbles incessantly of nothing. An Eng- 
lishman endures a third-class journey frozen-fea- 
tored as if he were striving to convince his fellows 
that he has been thus reduced for once because he 
has bestowed his purse on the worthy poor. But the 
truly democratic Spaniard settles down by the com- 
partmentful into a cheery family. Not one of 
my feUow-eufferers but had scnne reminiscence to 
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relate, not a quettion btosc to which each did not 
offer his frank opinion. He vho descended carried 
away with him the benediction of sU; the newcomer 
became in a twinkling a full-fledged member of ths 
imprompta brothe^ood. 

Nine times I was ferventlj entreated to partake of 
a traveler's lunch, and my offer to share my own 
afternoon nibble was as many times declined with 
wishes for good appetite and digestion. Travelers 
who assure ub that this custom inherited from the 
Moor has died out in Spain are in error; it is dead 
only among foreigners in first-class carriages and 
tourist hotds — who never had it. The genuine 
Spaniard would sooner slap his neighbor in the face 
than to eat before him without begging him to share 
the repast. 

We halted more than ^frequently. On each such 
occasion there sounded above the last screech of the 
brakes the drone of a goard announcing the length 
of the stay. Little less often the traveler in the 
further comer of the ctnupartment squirmed his way 
to the door and departed. With a sigh of relief the 
survivors divided the space equitably between them 
— and were mcontinently called upon to yield it up 
again as some dust-cloaked peasant flung his bag of 
implements against my legs with a cheery " bueass 
tardes ** and climbed in upon us. 

Then came the task of again getting the train 
under way. Tlie bmsk ** all aboard " of our own 
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land would be unbeorablj rude to the gentle Spanish 
ear. Wlience every station, large or small, holds in 
captivity a man whose only duty in life seems to be 
that of announcing the departure of trains. He is 
invariably tattered, sun-bleached, and sandal-footed, 
with the general appearance of one whom life has 
used not unkindly but confounded roughly. How 
each station succeeds in keeping its announcer in 
the pink of dilapidation is a Spanish secret. But 
there he is, without fail, and when the council of 
officials has at Iragth concluded that tbe train must 
depart, he patters noiselessly along the edge of the 
platform, chanting in a music weird, forlorn, purely 
Arabic, a phrase so rhythmic that no printed words 
can more than faintly suggest it : 

** Sefio-o-o-res viajeros al tre-e-e-en.'* 
*' Gentlemen travelers to the train " is all it means 
in mere words; but rolling from tlie lips of one of 
these forlorn captives it seems to carry with it all the 
history of Spain, and sinks into the soul like a voice 
from the abysmal past. 

Among my fellow-passengers was the first Span- 
ish priest with whom I came into eonvenational con- 
tact. In the retrospect that fact is all hut effaced 
by the memory that he was not merely the first but 
the only Spaniard who ever declined my proffer of 
a cigarette. To one eager to find the prevailing 
estimation of the priesthood of Spain false or vastly 
overdrawn, this first introduction to the gown 
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augured irelL He was neither fat aor MBSual,' 
rather the contrary, with the iiaeaments of a man 
sincere in his work and beneficent in his habits. Hi* 
manner was affable, without a hint of thai patraiis- 
ing ur and pose of sanctity frequently to be ob- 
served among Protestant clergy, his attitude of 
equality toward the laity peculiarly raniniscent of 
the priests of Buddha. 

At the station of San Frandsco half the pass^ 
gers descended. The building was perched on a 
shelf of rock that fell away behind it into a stony 
gulf. Surrounding all the station precinct ran a 
weather-warped and blackened fence, ten feet high, 
along the top of iriiich screamed and jostled fully 
two score women and girls, offering for sale emy 
species of ware from cucumbers to turkeys. Huct 
■ten and beggan twarm down — or rather up — Ml 
San Francisco in such multitudes that the railway 
company was forced to build the fence for the pro- 
tection of its patrons. But the women, not to be so 
easily outdone, carry each a ladder to surmount the 
difficulty. As the train swung on around a pinnacle 
of rock, we caught a long enduring view of the source 
of the uproar — the populous and pauperous city of 
Loja, lodged in a trough-like hillside across the valley. 

Not far beyond there burst suddenly on the sight 
the snow-cowled Sierra Nevada, and almost at the 
■ame moment the train halted at Fuente Finoa. I 
veoslled the village as the spot where Columbus saw 
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the ebbing tide of bis fortunes checked hj the mes- 
■engen of " Ysabel U Cat61ica ** ; but not so the 
priest. 

** One of our great industries, sefiof}" he swd, 
pointing to several smoke-belching chimneyB near at 
hand. " Paeote Pines -prodacea the best sugar in 
Spain.** 

"Tie cane is harvested earij?** I observed, gaz- 
ing awa J across the flat fields* 

" No, no," laughed the priest, " betabel (sugar 
becb.)." 

Spanish raOways are as prone as those of Italy to 
repudiate the printed promise of their tickets. W« 
dncended toward sunset at a station named Granada 
only to find that the geographical Granada ms still 
some miles distant The priest had ofiTered to direct 
me to an inn or I should perhaps have escaped en- 
tirely the experience of riding in a Spanish street- 
car. It crawled for ou hour through on ocean of 
dust, andioring every cable-length to take aboard 
tome floundering pedestrian. Many of these were 
priests; and as they giithered one by one on either 
side ot my companion, the hope I had entertained of 
Idiscoveriog more of virtue beneath the Spanish totana 
than the world grants oozed nnrestrainably away. 
F<Mr they were, almost without exception, pot-belUed, 
self-satisfied, cynical, with obscenity and the evidences 
ot unnatural vice as plainly legible on their counte- 
nancea as the words on a printed page. 



,,;. Google 



68 FOUR MONTHS APOOT IN SPAIT^ 

We reached at last the central plaz&, where mj 
guide pointed out a large modem building bearing 
across the front of its third story the inscriptioQ, 
** Gran Casa de Viajeros de la Viuda Robledo.** Am 
I alighted, a band of valets de place swept down upon 
ne. I gave them no attention; which did not, of 
courBC} lessen the impertinence with which thej danced 
about me. Having guessed my goal, one of them 
dashed before me up the stairs, shouting to the seflora 
to be prepared to receive the guest he was bringing. 

The widow Robledo was a serene-visaged woman in 
the early fifties ; her house a species of family hotel 
never patronized by foreigners. We came quickly 
to terms, however ; I was assigned a room overiiang- 
ing the culinary regions, for which, with the cus- 
tomary two and a half meals a day, I cmgaged to pay 
four pesetas. 

At the mention of money, the tout, who during all 
the transaction hod not once withdrawn the light of 
his simian countenance, demanded a peseta for having 
found me a lodging. I reminded him of the real facts 
of the case and invited him to withdraw. He fol- 
lowed me instead into my new quarters, repeating his 
demands in a bullying voice, and for the only time 
in my Spanish experience I was compelled to resort 
to physical coercion. Unfortunate indeed is the 
tourist who most daily endure and misjudge the race 
from these pests, so exactly the antithesis of the cour* 
tcouB, UHCoretous Spaniard of the working class. 
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I Iwd not jet remored tlie outer stun of travel 
when « vast exatement descended upon Granada, — 
it began to rain. On every hand lounded the ilai»- 
ming of doon, the creaking of unuaed ahutten ; from 
below came np the jangling of pans and the agitated 
Toicea of serraots. The shower lasted nearly ten 
minutes^ and was chronicled at length next day in all 
the newspapers of Spain. 

^om the edge of Granada city a long greoi uaki 
between exotic elms leads easily upward to the do- 
main of the Alhambia. In its deep-shaded groTCSi 
so near yet seeming so for removed from the stony 
face of thirsty Spain, reigns a dream-inviting still- 
ness, a quiet enhanced rather than broken by the muz^ 
mur of captive brooks. For this, too, remuns ha 
memory of the Moor, that the waters of the Genii 
and Darro are still brought to play through a score 
of little stone channels beneath the trees. There I 
drifted each morning, other plans notwithstanding, to 
idle away the day cm the grassy headland before and 
below which spreads the vastness of the province of 
Granada, or distressing the guardians of the ancioif 
palace with my nntourist-like loiterings. But for her 
fame the traveler would surely pass the Alhambra by 
as « half-ruined nest of bats and beggars. Yet 
wHbin she retains much of her voluptuous splendor, 
idespite the desolating of time and her prostitution to 
« gaptDg-stook of tourists. Like so much of th« 
Mussulman's building, the overshadowed palace is ef- 
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jfeminate, seeming to speak aloud of that loxuiy and 
arantonnesB of the Moor in his decadent days before 
Uw ircm-fisted rejes cat6Iicos came to thrust hint 
!forth from his last European Idngdom. In this she 
Rsembles the Taj Mahal ; yet the difference is great. 
For the effeminacy of the Alhsmbra is the unrobust- 
1K8S of Toman, while the Taj, like the Oriental man, 
■8 effeminate ontwardly, superficially, beneath all 
irtiich shows sound masculinity. 

In the city below is only enough to be seen to give 
contrast to the half-effaced traces of magnificmce on 
the hiU. He who comes to Granada trusting to read 
in her the last word of the degradation of the once 
regal and all powerful must continue his quesL Of 
flqnalor and beggars she is singulart^ free — for 
Spain. Something of both remains for him who wiB 
wander through the Albaicin, peering into its cave- 
ilwellings, wherein, and at times before which romp 
brown gypsy children garbed in the costume in which 
tiie reputed ancestor of us all set forth from the vitl- 
1^ of Eden, or occasional jade-eyed hoydens of 
tiw grotto Bonning their blacker tresses and mumb- 
ling crones plying their bacJu in consptcnons places. 
But even this seems rather a misery of parade than 
a reality, a theatrical lying-in-wait for the gullibla 
"Btuni from foreign shores. 

By night there is life and movement in Granada; 
a strolling to and fro along the Alameda to tha 
B of a military band, the droning of the waitf* 
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carrien who bring down lump by lump the ice-field* 
of the Sierra Nevada, and a dancing away of the 
summer night to the clatter of the castanet. But by 
day — once only during my stay was the languid 
pulse of the city stirred during the sunlit hours. A 
conscript regiment thundered in upon ns, blocldng 
all traffic and filling the air with a fog of dust that 
dispelled for a time my eagerness to seek again the 
open road; a dust that thick-shrouded beneath its 
drab the Tery color of caisson and unifonn, dry- 
blanketing the panting horses, and streaking the faces 
of men and officers with figures Hke unto the orD*- 
Bwata] writing on the inner walls of the AQuunbra. 



,,;. Google 



CHAPTER IV 

THK BAHXB OF TKX OVAOAIAITmft 

GRANADA was sleeping a fitful Sunday siesta 
irhen I repacked my Icnapsack in tlie Casa Rob- 
ledo. In the rtieets vere only the fruit-sellen from 
the surrounding country, still faintly chanting over 
the half-empty baskets on the backs of their lolling 
asses. I paused to spend two ** peiros gordos " for as 
many pounds of cherries — for he who has once 
tasted the cherries of Granada has no second chmce 
— and trudged away through the northern subuifo 
leaving a trail of pits bdiind an 

The hifi^iway surmounted the last crest and swung 
down to the level of the plain. Like a sea of heat 
mist diked by the encircling mountains stretched the 
Tega, looking across which one saw at a glance no 
fewer than a score of villages half concealed by an 
inundation of sunshine so physically visible that one 
observed with astonishment that the snow lay still 
munelted on the peak of Mulhacen behind. 

Yet for all the heat I would not have been else- 
where nor doing else than striking across the steaming 
Tega of Granada. In such situations, I confess, I like 
my own company besL With the finest companion 
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in the world a ten-mile tramp through thia heat and 
dust would hare been a labor like the digging of a 
ditch. Alone, with the imagination free to take col<w 
from the landscape, eadt pettj inconvenience seemed 
but to put me the more in touch with the real Spain. 

Just here lies the advantage of traveling in this 
half -tramp fashion. The ** personally conducted ** 
traveler, too, sees the Alhambra; jet how slight is 
that compared with sharing the actual life of tha 
Spanish people, which the tourist catches if at all in 
vagrant, posing fragments? To move throu^ a 
foreign country shut up in a moving room, carrying 
with one the modem luxuries of home, is not travel; 
we call it so by courtesy and for lack of an exact 
term. " II faut payer de sa personne." He who 
will gather the real honey of travel must be on tha 
scene, a ** saper " at least on the stage itself, not gos- 
siping with his fellows in a box. 

With aU its aridity the vega was richly productiTe. 
Olive-trees bung heavy, on either band spread 
broad fields of grain in which peasants were toiling 
swelteringly as if they had never heard of the com- 
mon sense institation of Sunday. When sun and 
tree-tops met, the highway began to wind, leaving 
the vega behind and wandering through low hills 
among which appeared no villages, only an occasional 
rough-hewn house by the way. Toward twilif^t 
there opened a more verdant valley, and a stream, 
rising somewhere near at hand, fell In with the oar- 
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Tetem and capered prattling along vith it into tlie 
nigjit. 

It was ten perhaps when I came npon a lonelj lib- 
ile Tcnta by the wayside, a one-story building okkr 
than the modem world, serving both for dwelling and 
stable. The master of the house and her husband 
were both of that light-hearted gentry to whom life 
means nothing more than to be permitted good health 
and a place to eat an occasional puckero. With 
these and a pair of mountain arrieros I gossiped tmtil 
my eyelids grew heavy, and turned in on a husk mat- 
tiess spread, like that of my hosts, on the kitchen 
£»or. 

At the first hint of dawn I was off and had set the 
aan a hanificap of three miles or more before he be- 
gan to ruddy the jagged chain to the eastward. The 
family was already at wo^ the arrieros wending on 
their southward way singing savage fragments of 
song; for like the Arab the rural andaluz sleeps full- 
dreased ud springs instantly from bed to labor. 

A country lightly populated continued. At high 
noon I reached a bath-inviting irrigating stream that 
wound through a grove of willows offering protection 
raougt from the sun for a brief siesta. Soon after, 
the landscape grew savage and untenanted, and the 
carretera more and more constricted until it passed, 
like a thread through the eye of a needle, throu^ 
a short tunnel, built, said the inscription, by Isabel 
II — an example of exaggerated Spanish courtesy 
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cridcBtlj, for histoiy shouts assursnce that the ac- 
tiritie* of that ladj were rather exdiuivelj cosfitKd 
to IcM oaring irorlu. Once released, the gorge ex- 
paaded to a rambling rallej irith many orcbarda of 
apricots aad plums, still vailed, however, by hill* 
so lofty that the sun deserted it early and gave the 
onnsual a^A of a lingering twilight. 

From soBset tmtil well into the night I kept sharp 
lofAoat for a public hostelry ; bat only a few peaa- 
aatt* bords appeared, and with fifty-six kikiiaeters 
a My kgn I gave up the search and made my bed 
of a bosdle of straw on a little nose of meadow above 
the big^way. All through the night the tramp of 
aaas aad the cursing or singing of their driTCra 
pasnag below drifted into my dreams. The weatbcz 
was aol aold, yet in the most silent hour a ■'hilUf^M 
halT-aaoMMg crept over me, and it was with a sense 
of relef &at I awoke at last entirely and wasderecl 

By ^^Kght the hills receded somewhat, flatteoiitg 
tiKBselraa oat to rolling uplands; the stream grew 
broad aad noisy in its strength. Then sudd^y at 
the tonung of an abrupt hill Jaen rose before me, a 
tStj pitched on a rocky summit like the capping over 
a haycock, in the center the vast cathedral ; the whole 
radiant with the flush of morning and surrounded by 
a ao3 as red as if the blood of aU the Moorish wars 
were gathered here aad mixed with the day. Hie 
hi^way, catching sight of its goal, abandoned un- 
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ceremoniously the guidance of the rirer and climbed 
irith great stridei up the red hillside into the town. 

I hod been so long up that the day seemed al- 
ready far advanced. But Jaen was still half abed. 
I drifted into what was outwardly a little canUiui, 
with zinc bar and shining spigots, but domestically 
the home of an amiable couple. The caniintro, loll- 
ing in the customary fat-man*8 attitude behind the 
bar, woke with a start from the first of that day's 
siestas when I requested breakfast, while his spouse 
ceased her sweeping to cry out* " Como I Tan Uaw 
pranol Why, it is scarcely ei^t o'clock 1" Tba 
lady, bowerer, gave evidence of an utt-Spanish adapt- 
ability by rising to the occasion. While Sefior Cor- 
pulence waa still shaking his head eondolingly, she 
called to the driver of a passing flock of goats, one 
of whidi, under her watchful eye, yielded up a foam- 
ing cupful that tided me over until I sat down in 
the family dining-room to a breakfast such as is 
rarely forthcoming in Spain before high noon. 

The cantina was no more a lodging-house than » 
restaurant. But so charming a couple was not to be 
lost sight of, and before the meal was ended I ex- 
pressed a hope of making my home with them during 
my stay. The landlord was taking breath to express 
his regrets when the matron, after a moment of hesi- 
tation, admitted that even that might be possible, 
adding however, with an air of mystery, that she 
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could not be certain until toward night. I left my 
btmdle and Muntered out into the city. 

Jaen is a town of the Arabj a steep town with thoie 
narrow, sun-dodging streets that to the utilitarian 
are inexcusable but to all others give evidence of the 
wisdom of the Moor. Content, perhaps, with its past 
history, it is to-day a slow, serenely peaceful place 
riding at anchor in the stream of time and singularly 
free from that dread disease of doing something al- 
ways. Unusually full it seemed of ingenuous, un- 
hurrying old men engaged only in watdiing life 
glide by under the blue sky. I spent half the day 
chatting with these in the thirsting, dust-blown park 
in the center of the town. Their language was still 
a dialect of Andalusia, a bit more Castilian perhaps 
than on the louthem coast, at any rate now grown as 
familiar as my own, 

Eadi conversation was punctuated with cigarette 
smoke. Nothing in Spain is more nearly incessant 
than the rolling and burning of what Borrow dubbed 
in the days before the French word had won a place 
in our language " paper cigars." We of America 
are inclined to look upon indulgence in this form of 
the weed as a failing of youth, undignified at least 
ui old men. Not so the Spaniard. Whatever his 
age or station in life' — the policeman on his beat, ' 
the engineer at his throttle, the boy at his father's 
heels, the priest in his gown, puff eternally at their 
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cigarUlo. The ezpiew-check cached in a Spanish 
bank is swallowed np in a cloud of amoke as thi^ 
as the fog that hoven over the Grand Banks; the 
(Erectors who should attempt to forbid smoking in 
their establishment would in all probability be in- 
vited to hump over their own ledgers. The Spaniard 
is strikingly the antithesis of the American in this, 
tliat his ** pleasures," his addictions come first and his 
work second. Let the two conflict and his w<h^ most 
be postponed or left undone. In contnut to bis 
ceaseless smoking the Spaniard nerer chews tobaeee ; 
bis language baa no word for that habit. 

To the foreigner who smokes Spain is mo Promised 
Land. The ready-made cigarettes are an aboninar 
tion, the tt^acco a stringy shag that grows endorable 
only with long enduring. Matches, like tobacco, are 
a fabrication — and a snare — of the goTemment 
monopoly. Luckily, fire was long before matdies 
were. These old men of Jaen one and all earned 
flint and steel and in lien of tinder a coil of flbrooa 
rope fitted with a nickled ring as extinguiriter. Few 
peoples equal the Spaniard in eagerness and ability 
to ** beat " the government. 

I returned at evening to tbe wineshop to be 
greeted as a member of the household. 

** You wondered," laughed the sefiora, '* why I 
could not answer you this morning. It is because 
the spare room is rented to Don Luis, here, who woi^ 
at night on the railroad. Meet Don Luis, who has 
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JDst risen and given permission that you sleep in his 
bed, irhich I go now to spread with clean sheets.** 

The railway man was one of nature's satisfocticHU* 
A short solid fellow of thirty-^ve, OTerflowing with 
ccatagiooB cheerfnlnesB. The libation incidental to 
our introductioii being drained, the landlord led the 
waj, chair in band, to the bit of lerel flagging before 
the shop. As we sat ** al fresco " drinking into our 
hugs the refreshing air of erening, we were joined 
by a well-dressed man whcnii I recalled having seen 
MHDewhere during the day. He was a lawyer, speak- 
ing a pure CastiUon wiUi scarcely a trace of the local 
patois, m short, one whom the caste rules of any 
oHier land of £arvpe would have forbidden to spend 
an eraimg m cooDBpony with a taTcm-^ceper, a switchr 
maa, and a wandering unknown. 

** How does it happen, seflor,** I asked, when ouK 
ocqaaiBtance had advanced somewhat, " that I saw 
yon IB the cathedral this moining? ** 

** The domain of women, priests and tonrists? ** 
he landed. " Because, sdior, it is the one place m 
town where I can get oooL" 

Truly tiie heat of a smnmer day in Jaen calls tor 
sane such drastic measure, for it grows estival, 
gigasHc, weighing down alike on mind and body 
until one feels imperative necessity of escaping from 
it somehow, of running away from tt somewhere ; and 
there is no surer refuge than the caversoos cathe- 
dra 
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Tbia M well ai the fact that the edifice contaiiu 
oofuiderable that is artistic led me bad to it the next 
moming. Bat this time it waa in the turmoil of a 
personally conducted party. When I had taken ref- 
uge in a ihaded seat acraaa the way, the flock poured 
out upon the broad atone steps and, falling upon a 
beggar, checked their fli^t long enough to beatov 
upon him a shower of pity and copper coma. 

T1i« mendicant was blind and crippled, outwardly 
a peracmification of gratitude and humility, and at- 
tended by a gaunt-bellied urchin to whom might 
fittingly have been applied the Spanish appellation 
** diild of misery.** Long after the hubbub of the 
passing tourists had died away in the tortuous city 
his meekly cadenced roice drifted on after them: 

"BenditoB sean, cabolleros. Que Dios se lo pa- 
gar£ mil veces al cielo I " 

A curiosity to know whether auch gentleneas were 
genuine held ne for a time in my place across the 
way. Silence had aettled down. Only a shopkeeper 
wandering by to a day of drowsing passed now and 
then; within the great cathedral stillnesa reigned. 
The urchin ran after each paaaerby, wailing the 
f amUiar formula, only to be as often ordered off. At 
length he ascended the steps atealthily and, creeping 
within a few feet of hia master, lay down and was 
instantly lost in sleep, a luxury he had eridently not 
tasted for a fortnight. 

The beggar rocked to and fro on his worthless 
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■tumps, Dov and again uttering aa mournful a wail 
as if Ilia §oul had lost not one but all aare a icattend 
half-dozen of its Btrings. Gradually the aurround- 
ing silence dxev his attention. He thrust a hand be- 
hind one of his iiTihumATi ears and listened intently. 
Not a sound stirred. He groped with his left hand 
along the stones, then with the right and, suddenly 
touching the sleeping child, a tremor of rage shiTered 
through his misshapen carcass. Feeling with his 
finger tips until he had located the boy's face, he 
raised his fist, which was massive as that of a hone- 
shoer, high abore his head and brought it down three 
times in quick succession. They were blows to hare 
shattered the panel of a door; but the boy uttered 
only a little stifled whine and, springing to his feet, 
took Qp again his task, now and then wiping away 
with a sleeve the blood that dripped from his face 
down along his tattered knees. 

Before ilie son had reached its full strength, I 
struck off to explore the barren bluff that overlooks 
Jaen on the south and east. Barely had I gained tbe 
first crest, however, before the inexorable leaden heat 
was again upon me, and the rest of the day was a 
perspiring labor. Only tbe reflection that real travel 
and sight-seeing is as truly work as any life's vocit- 
ti<Hi )ent starch to my wilted spirits. 

At intervals of two or three hundred yards along 
the predpitous cliff that half circles tbe dty stood 
tbe shelter of an octroi guard, built of anything that 
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might deflect a nj at ninlighL In the shade of eadi 
crouched a ragged, ennui-eyed man staring awaj into 
the limitless expanse of sonshise. Their fellows may 
be found forming a circle around every city in the 
kingdom of Spain, the whole body nonbering many 
tiiouaanda. The impracticable, the quixotic charac- 
ter of official Spain stands forth nowhere more clearly 
than in this custom of sentencing an army of her sons 
to camp in sloth about her cities on the bare chance 
of intercepting ten-cent's worth of smuggling, when 
the same band working ereii moderately might pro- 
duce tenfold the octroi rerenuea of the land. 

I halted with one of the tattled fellows, whose 
f^adness for the unusual boon of cnnpaniondiip was 
tempered by a diffidence that was almost basbfulness* 
K> rardj did he come in contact with his fellow-man. 
For a long hour we sat together in the shadow of the 
hut« our eyes drifting away over the gray-roofed, 
elotely-packod city below. When our conversation 
tonched on the loneliness of his situation the guard 
grew vebmoent in bewailing its dreariness and desola- 
tion. But when I hinted that the octroi might per- 
baps be abolished to advantage, he sprang to his feet 
crying almost in terror: 

" For los clavOB de Cristo* sefior 1 What then 
would become of nosotrosP I have no other trade 
«4katever than to be guard to the octroi.** 

A sorry craft indeed, this squatting out a lifetime 
under a grass hut. 
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Ute bluish baze of a somnier ereniag waa gatiier- 
iag orer Jaen when, returning tfaroagh a windiitg 
street to my lodging, there fell on my ear the thium 
of a solitary guitar and the rich and mellow Toioe of 
s street singer. The nmsician was a blind man of 
fifty, of burly buHd and a countenance brimming with 
good cheer and contentment, accompanied by a 
woman of the same age. As I joined the little knot 
of peasants and townsmen gathered about him, his 
song ended and he drew out a packet of hand bills. 

** On this sheet, seSorea,** he announced, h<ddi>g 
one up, " are all the songs I have sung for joa. 
And they are all yours for a perro gordo." 

I was among the fint to buy, glad to have paid 
many times this mere copper to be able to earrj; 
home even one of those languorous b^l1w<H so filled 
with the serene melancholy of the Moor and the flra 
of Andalusia. But the sheet bore nothing but 
pzinted words. 

** Every word is there, sdlores," continued the min- 
ttrel, as if in response to my disappointment. ** As 
for the music, anyone can remember that or make it 
up for himself.'* 

To iUustrate how simple this might be he threw 
a hand carelessly across his guitar and struck op 
another of the droning, luring melodies, that rose and 
feU and drifted away through the passages of the 
dimming city. Easy, indeed! One could as easily 
remember or make up for one*i self the carol of the 
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mtaiow hak m ipring or the lulUb; of the nightin- 
gale in the dai^ened tree-tops. 

mutt I might catch the five-Uiirt; train my host) 
awt^e me next morning at three-twenty. I turned 
over for a nap and descending in the dawn by the 
dust-blanketed Alameda to the station two miles dis- 
tant, found this already peopled with a gathering of 
an the types of southern Spain. The train was due in 
twenty minutes, wherefore the ticket-office, of course, 
was already closed. After some seandt I discovered 
the agent, in the person of a creature compared with 
whom Caliban would have been a beauty, exchanging 
■tories with a company of fellow-bandits on the 
crowded platform. He informed me in no pleasant 
manner that it was too late to buy a ticket. When 
I protested that the legal closing hour was but five 
minutes before train time, he shrugged his shoulders 
and squinted away down the track as if he fancied 
the train was already in sight. I decoyed him into 
the station at last, but even then he refused to seQ 
a ticket beyond Espeluy. 

We readied that jimction soon after and I set off 
westward along the main line. The landscape was 
rich and rolling, broad stretches of golden grain al- 
ternating with close-shaven plains seething in the 
sun. Giant cacti again bordered the way. Once, in 
the forenoon, I came upon a refreshing forest, but 
shadows were rare along the routa. The line was 
even more traveled than that below Ronda. Field- 
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LtbOTen paased often, whik seai^brown peasant women 
tm dwarf donkey jogged b; in almost continual pro- 
ceuion on their waj to or from market. 

Not once during all mj tramps on the railways 
of Spain had a train passed of which the engineer 
did not give me greeting. Sometimes it was merely 
the short, crisp *• Vaya ! " more often the complete ex- 
pression " Vaya V. con Dios ( " not infrequently ac- 
companied by a few words of good cheer. Here on 
the main line I had occasion to test still further the 
politeness of the man at the throttle. I had rolled a 
eigarttte only to 'find that I had burned my last 
match. At that moment the Madrid-bound express 
swung out of a shallow cutting in the hills ahead. I 
cau^t the eye of the engineer and held up the ciga- 
rette in sign of distress. He saw and understood, 
and with a kindly smOe and a ** Vaya I " as he passed) 
dropped two matches at my very feet. 

It was not far beyond that I caagfat my first 
gHmpse of the Quadalquiyir. Shades of the Mis- 
sissippi I The conquering Moor had the audacity to 
name this slug^psh, dull-brown stream the " Wad-al- 
Gkebir,** the " Great Hiyer ! ** Yet, after all, thing* 
are great or small merely by comparisoa. To a peo- 
ple accustomed only to such trickles of water as hod 
thus far crossed my path in the peninsula no doubt 
this over-grown brook, bursting suddenly on their 
'dmrt eyes, bad seemed worthy the appellation. 
But nony streams wandering by behind the bam of 
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an American farmer and furoishing the old ewim- 
Ifling-bole are far greater than the Guadalqui-nr. 

I croBsed it toward three of the aftemotm bj' an 
andent stone bridge of many arches that seemed 
fitted to its Tork as a giant vould be in embroider- 
ing doilies. Beyond lay Andi^jar, a hard-baked, 
crunibiing town of long ago, swirling with sand; 
famous through all Spain for its piu-oua claj jars. 
In eTery street sounded the soft slap of the potter ; I 
peeped into a score of cobble-paved courts where the 
newly baked jarrat were heaped high or were be- 
ing wound with straw for shipmenL 

A l<»ig search failed to disclose a casa de comidas 
in an the town. The open market overflowed with 
fruit, however, stocked with which I strolled back 
aoross the river to await the midnight train. It was 
packed with all the tribes of Spain, in every sleeping 
attitude. Not until we had passed Oirdoba at tha 
break of day did I €nd space to sit down and drowse 
for an hoar before we rumbled into Seville. 

I had exhibited my duat-swathed person in at 
least half a dozoi hotels and fled at announcement 
of their charges, when I drifted into the narrow calle 
Rosario and entered the ** Fonda de las Quatro 
Naciones." There ensued a scene which was often 
to be repeated during the summer. The landlord 
greeted me in the orange-scented patio, noted my 
fcneign accent, and jumped instantly to the conclnr 
Bon, as Spaniards will, that I knew no Castiliaa, !■ 
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s[nte of the fact tliat I waa eren then addressing him 
irid) unhesitaUng glibness. Motioning to me to be 
seated, he raced away into the depths of the fonda 
calling for ** Paaqnale." That youth soon appeared* 
in tuxedo and dazzling expanse of shirt-front, ex- 
tolling as he came the uncounted virtues of his house, 
in a flowing, unblushing imitation of French. 
Among those things that I had not come to Spain 
to hear was Spanish mutilation of the Gaelic tongue. 
For a long minute I gazed at the speaker with every 
possible evidence of astonishment. Then turning to 
the landlord I inquired in most solemn Castilian. 

** Esti loco, seQorp Is be insane that he jabbers 
such a jarg<m?** 

**C6mo, sefior!** gasped Fasquale in his own 
tongue. ** You are not then a Frenchman? " 

** Frenchman, indeed!" I retorted. "Yo, sefior, 
soy americano." 

" SeSor ! " cried the landlord, bowing profoundly, 
** I ask your pardon on bended knee. In your Cas- 
tilian was that which led me to believe it was not 
your native tongue. Now, of course, I note that it 
has merely the little pequefifsimos peculiarities that 
make so charming the pronunciation of our people 
across the ocean.** 

A half-hour later I was installed in a third-story 
room lookmg down upon the quiet little caHe Rosario, 
and destined to be my home for a fortnight to come. 
During all that time Fasquale served me at tabla 
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irithout once inflicticg upon me a non-Spanish word. 
Nor did be once suspect what a hoax I had played 
on the ** Four Nations " bj announcing my nation- 
ality without pr^xing the qualification ** norte." 
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EVEN though one deny the right of its inhabit* 
antfl to pity the m&n who must live and die 
elsewhere, even be who finds it panting and simmer- 
ing in the beat of summer, will still count it no punish- 
ment to spend a fortnight in Seville. Tranquillity 
and that laggard humor so befitting Tacation days 
reign within its predncts ; yet it is a real city, nerer 
^'ailing quite inert CTen at the hour of siesta, which 
a M like the silenm of the grave in other towns of 
Andalusia. In the slender calle Rosario itself the 
stillness was never supreme, but tempered always by 
the droning of a passing ajero with bis necklace of 
gariic, an itinerant baker, or a blind crone hobbling 
by with the fifth or the tenth of a lottery ticket, 
crooning in mournful voice, **La loterial £1 nu- 
mero trienta seis mil quinientos cincuenta y cineo-o-o. 
Who will win a fortune in the loteHa-a-aP " Then 
tihcnK all else the soft, quarter-hourly booming of the 
cathedral bells to mark the passing of the day, like 
mile-stones on a wandering highway. 

Kor with all her languor is Seville slovenly. Out- 
irardly, like all that carries the eai^mark of the Moor, 
99 
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she is bare. In the fint brief suirej one may fanej 
one's self in a city of dismal hovels. But this ia 
because the houses are turned wrong-side out; a 
glimpse into one of the marble-paved patios, fragrant 
irith orange-trees and cooled by fountains throw- 
ing their waters high in the dry air, forever dis- 
pells the illusion. 

My fint full day in SeriUe fell on a holiday ded- 
icated to San Pedro which, chancing also to be my 
birthday, it was easy to imagine a personal festivaL 
Jn truth, the celebration of the day was matlced by 
nothing other than a bit more indolence than usuaL 
Tbt real fiesta b^an at night in the Alameda of Her- 
cuka. There, among a hundred booths, the chief 
object of interest was a negro, tiie first of his race» 
one might fancy, irfio CETer invaded tiie city. 

By day, indeed, there is little else to do in Seville 
than tiie royal occupation of doing nothing, a stroll 
along the Sierpes in the morning, a retreat toward 
noisy) glaring noonday to the cool and silent cathe- 
dral or those other chmdies that rival it as museums 
of art, there to wander undisturbed among master- 
pieces of Spain's top^noet century. The catiiedral* 
by the way, booses the most recent traveler in the 
f»Iendar of saints. Saint AntlMniy of Padua, not 
many years ago, released by Hie dexterous knife of 
an impulsive admirer, stmck oat into the imknown 
and jonmeyed as far as oar own New York. But 
there repenting snch conduct at his yean or daring 
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to ventoR no further when hu companion foond a 
•ojoum in the Tombs imperative, he returned to bit 
place, and reiumed it so exactly that only the sharj^ 
est eye can detect the eridence of hii unseemlj ex- 



A city that styles her most important street that 
" of the Serpents,** even thoagfa it harbors no more 
<^ the outcasts of the pavement than many another 
famous thoroughfare, may be expected to abound is 
other strange names. Nor are they lacking. How 
unworthy his lodging must the worldly Sevillian feel 
who wanders uncertainly homeward in the small hours 
to his abode in ** Jesl^ del Gran Poder ** — '** Powerful 
Jesus street.** Or with what face can the merchant 
tnm elf after a day of fleecing his f ellow-man toward 
his dwelliQg in " Amor de Dios "? Top-heavy 
nomenclature is not confined to the streets. There 
ore many windows in which one may read the an- 
nouncement of a *' Media Nod>e de Jam6n.** No, 
it is not a new law by the cortes, but a ** Middle of 
the Ni^it of Ham," or, succinctly, the over-woAed 
ham sandwich. The nninstructed may be led at sight 
of a building proclaiming itself an ** Academia dd 
llro al Blanco ** into the belief that Seville is over- 
run with institutions of bi^ier learning. Not so, 
dSstinctly not so. The ** Academy of the Shot at 
the White ** is what less extravagant and imaginatrre 
peoples dub a shooting gallery. 

The man in the street is frequently no less color- 
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ful in his language. Yet the crisp, trcDchant word 
common to that perBonage the vorld over is here, 
too, m full force, led bj that never idle explosive 
"bombre.** IMddonarically speaking, "bombre** 
means ** man," and nothing more — which onlj proves 
how dismally the dictionary has failed to keep up 
with the times. For child, woman, or hen-pecked 
male answers to the expression as readily as to his 
own name. A seriUano leading a pup at the end of 
a string may be frequently observed to give a jerk 
at the leash and cry over his shoulder, "Hombre! 
Vtlmonos I ** — ** Come along, man ! ** 

Anent the man in the street, it may be asserted 
that the Serillian is usually* there. Writers of Span- 
ish romances have for centuries sought to win our 
sympathy for their love-lorn heroes by stationing 
them in the public way to whisper their pleadings 
through the cold bars of a reja. The picture is 
true ; tiie lover of flesh and blood and of to-day still 
stands there. But so, for that matter, does tlie 
butcher's boy, the ol'-clothes man, and even less 
reputable persons. In Spanish newspapers the na- 
tional wealth of phrase is too often overshadowed — 
like the news columns — by the touching assurance 
of personal announcements. Rare the page that is 
not half taken up with a black-bordered inset con- 
veying the information that : 

** Sefior and Sellora P&rez have the honor to advise 
tb«r son-owing friends and business associates that 
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fittle Willie F^rez, aged six, went up to heaven at 
7 :d2 last eveiuDg." 

There is oothing like being exact and punctual in 
these little matters. 

Toward simset, after ^e sieota, H is not merely 
k la mode but good sense to Btroll down to the banks 
of the Guadalquivir bj the Golden Tower and drift 
an hour or two back and forth along the deep-shaded 
Alameda. There one will be in the best company in 
Seville — and the worst; for aU the city is there, 
lolling in its carriage or pattering along the gravel 
in. its hempen sandals. 

But it is only at night that Seville is wholly and 
genuinely awake and approaches somewhat to that 
fountain of joy her inhabitants would have the world 
believe her. Then at last does she shake off entirely 
the daytime lassitude. The noises of the day are all 
there, the street-hawkers have gained a hundredfold 
in volume of lung, in number, and in activity, the 
cathedral bells seem twice as loud. Toward nioe aU 
the city and his wife and children and domestics are 
gathered or gathering in the great focal point, the 
palm-fringed Flaza San Fernando. The attractions 
are severaL First of all is the ** cinemat^grafo," a 
moving-picture machine throwing its mirth and 
puerility on a sheet suspended in the center of the 
plaza. Sec<Hid, a military band, not a caterwaul- 
ing of strange noises that one would desire suppressed 
by fire or earthquake, but a company seriously and 
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professionally engaged in producing genuine nnine, 
which it does from near nine till after midnight as 
continuously as an; band could be expected to until 
some invention makes it possible to blow a trombone 
and smoke a cigarette at one and the same time. 
Third, there is the excitement whidi the minting 
together in crowds brings every Latin people, and 
the supreme pleasure of strolling to and fro admiring 
on* another and themselves. Fourth, if so many ex- 
CQKS ore needed, there is fresh air and the nearest 
l^iproRch to ooolneBs that the city affords. 

Yet with all Seville gath^ed the thousand 
roped-off chairs around the cortwn are rarely half 
filled ; for to sit in one costi a ** fat dog,** ac the 
^taniard facetiously di^ hit Lacedemonian two- 
cent piece. But what a multitude in the rest of the 
aquare! Oat of doan all Spain mixes freely and 
heartily. Hidalgos with the ri^A to conceal their 
premature baldness from Alfonso himself shudder 
not in the least at being jostled by beggars; nay, 
even exchange with them at times a few words of 
banter. Silly young fops, in misfit imitation of Pa- 
risian style, a near-Panama set coquettishly over one 
ear, trip by arm in arm, swinging their Jaunty canes. 
Worktngmen scorning su(^ priggishness stride 
slowly by in trim garments set off by bri^t red 
fajat in which is stuck a great navaja, or clasp-knife 
of Albacete. Rich-bosomed majat with their black 
masses of mane-like hair, in crimson skirts or yellow 
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— u yellow as the gown of Buddha — drift lan- 
goorotulj t^ with restleBs fan. No type is missing 
from the strolliiig muHitode. Strolling, too, it is, 
in spite of the c<mgestion; for the slow tid^-Bke 
morement of the throng not only gives oppcnrhmity 
bat compels any lazy foreigner to walk wheth« he 
will or not. ETeryone is busy with gallantry and 
doing nothing — doing it only as the Spaniard can 
who, thanks to temperament, climate, and training 
knows that peerless art and follows it with pleasure, 
not with the air of one who prefers or pretends to 
prefer to be working. 

The Serillian is in many things, abore all in his 
amusements, a full-grown diild. Gronps of portly 
business men, Seville's very captains of industry, sit 
hour by hour watching the unrolling of just such 
films as arc shown in our ** nickelodeons,'* shouting 
with glee and clapping each other on the shoulder 
i^ien a man on &e scnen falls off a duiir or a 
baker's boy deluges a passerby with flour. No less 
hilarious are the priests, shaking tbeir fat sides with 
merriment at the pictured discomfiture of one of 
their guQd in eager pursuit of some frail beauty. 
As interested as the rest are the policemen — and as 
Kttle engaged in the fulfillment of their duties, what- 
erer those may be. A poor species, a distressingly 
unattractive breed are these city policemen of Spain, 
m their uniform closely resembling dieckerboard 
pajamas, lacking even the Hibernian dignity of size, 
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stoop^houldered and suskeD-Kihested with loungiog 
on their ipines and the inordinate nicking of ciga- 
rette smoke into their lungs. Of the self-respect 
and pride of office characteristic of the national 
guardia civil the; have none whatever. I recall no 
evening in the Flaza San Fernando that at least one 
pair of these wind-broken, emasculate caricature^ of 
manhood did not fall to quarreling, dancing in rag« 
and shrieking mutual curses in their smoke-ruined 
voices, while the throng dogged them on. 

Families gather earl; in the plaza. There ensues 
a moment or two of idle thrumming — for father or 
hroiher is certain to bring his guitar — then out 
bursts the sharp, luring fandango; the little girls in 
snowy white squirm a moment m their seats, spring 
Buddenlj out upon the gravel, and fall to dancing to 
the click of their castanets as rhythmically as any 
professionals. They do not dance to "show off," 
they are indeed rardy conscious of attracting atten- 
tion; they dance because the fire In them compels, 
because they wish to — and what the Andalusiaa 
wishes to do he does then and there, gloriously in- 
different to whoever may be looking on. Let hiaa 
who can imagine an American bringing his guitar to 
the public square of a large city and, surrounded by 
tiiousands, play serenely on into the depths of the 
night. 

The Andalusian is one of the most truly musical 
b^gs on earth, in the sense that his music expresses 
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Itii TCal emotions. Song ia almost his natural mode 
of expreaiioD, always spontaneous, with none of the 
stiffncM of learned music. He has no prelude, fol- 
lows no conscious rules, displays none of that pre- 
liminary affectation and patent evidence of technic 
that so frequently makes our northern music stilted 
and uuenchanting. He plunges headlong into his 
song, anywhere, at any time, as a countryman un- 
laHied hy pedantry enters into conrersation. 

Thus vanes the night in the Flaza San Fernando, 
marked by the boom of the Giralda's bells, the bawl- 
ing of Tendon of lottery-tickets, of titbits, of 
matdies, of amteariUot, of naranjeroi crying their 
CTanges, of boys carrying miniature roulette-wheels 
with a cone of sheibet as prize, that the little chil- 
dren may be taught to gamble early in life; and 
sharply above all else and most incessantly the 
alpargata-flhod water-seller, with his Tessel like a 
powder-can slung across one shoulder, his glasses 
dinking musically, crying, crying always in his 
Toluptuous, slovenly dialect: 

** A*ua ! A*ua f rcsca 1 A'ua f resca como la niere t 
Qui£n quiere beber? ** 

We have street calls in the United States, but he 
whose ear is daily assaulted therewith would have dif- 
ficulty in imagining how musical these may be when 
filled, like the thrum of the guitar, the street ballad, 
the " carol of the lusty muleteer,** and the wail of the 
raihraj announcer, with the inner soul of Andalusia. 
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There ia to-daj Tery little left of the naiioiul cos- 
tume of Spain. One may except the itiff, square-cnt 
sombrero, the olpai^ta of workman and beggar, the 
garb of the arriero, fitting and suiting him as if it 
had grown on falm, the blanket which the peaaant 
wears thrown over one shoulder, not because he 
realizes what a charm this adda to his appearance, 
but because he often sleeps out of doors or on the 
stone floor of public stables, I^ast, and least to be 
forgotten, is the mantilla. Except for it the women 
of Spain have succumbed to the ugly creations of 
Paris; may that day be centuries distant when the 
abomination masquerading under the name of 
woman's hat mokes its way into the peninsula. Yei 
there is never among Spanish women that gaudy af- 
fectation of style so frequent elsewhere. Give her 
the merest strip of gay calico and the eapafiola will 
make it truly ornamental; with a red flower to wear 
over one temple and a mantilla draped across the 
back of her head she is more pleasingly adorned thaa 
the best that Paris can offer. 

There is something unfailingly coquettish about 
the mantilla. It sets best, perhaps, witii a toudi of 
Arab blood; and in the Plaza San Fenaando this 
is seldom ladLing. Everywhere are morisco faces 
framed in the black mantilla and, as if ui further re- 
minder of Mohammedan days, there still remains Ga 
instinctive habit of holding a comer of the shawl 
across the diin. Thus accoutered only the Castiliaa 
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** ojear " can in any soise eipreBs the power given 
the andaluza bj her Oriental ancestry to do or say 
so much with a ghmoe of her black eye. With the 
fan, too, she is an adept The Japanese geisha is 
in comparison a bungler. The woman of Spain has 
her fan in such line training that it will carry on 
^[tended conversations for her without a word from 
her lipa, as Spanish peasants can talk from two hill- 
tops miles apart by the mere motions of their arms. 
But who of all the misinf oimera of bomanity first 
set afoot the rumor that the senllana ia beautiful P 
" Salada " she is, britnnung over with that " salt " 
for which she is so justly renowned; chic, too, at 
times, with her tiny feet and hands and graceful car^ 
riage ; and always volaptuous. But one mig^t wander 
long in the music-livened Floza San Fernando with- 
out espying a woman to whom could be granted the 
unqualified adjective beautiful. On the other hand 
it is rare that one meets a sevillana, unless she be 
deeply mailed by the finger of time, who is ugly; 
never, if my search was thorough, one scrawny or 
angular. In Spain is never that blending and mix- 
ture of all types as in our land of boundless migra- 
tion; hence one may generalize. Salada, graceful, 
full of languor, above all wholly free from pose, is 
the sevillana in her mantiUa. Of education in the 
bookish sense she has little, of the striving after 
"culture" to the divorce of common sense nons 
whatever. She may — and probably does — know 
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nothing of tha Bciences, or the wrinkle-browed joy* 
of the afternoon club. But she u brimming with 
health and sound good sense^ above all she is iocoD- 
testably charming; and is not this after all — whis- 
per it not in New England — 'the chief duty of her 
sex? 

The Andalusian is primarily an out-door people ; 
not merely in the plain and physical sense, bat in 
life and character. He Uvea his life openly, frankly, 
setting his face in no mask of Puritanical pretension 
when he sallies forth into the world, being himself 
always, in public or in private. All in all among 
the eincerest, he is also the most abstemious and 
healthiest of peoples; not yet spoiled by luxury. 
His existence is reduced to simplicity; more exactly 
he has never lost touch with eternal nature. He 
takes time to live and never admits the philosophy 
that he must woik before resting, but hinges his con- 
duct on the creed that be must live first, and do what- 
ever of work there is time left to do. lit no sense is 
he lazy; rather in his sound sanity he has a real 
appreciation of the value of life. To-day is the 
great day to him. Live now is his motto, not put 
off living until he has earned enou{^ to live, only 
to find it too late to begin. One would seek through 
Seville in vain for that strained, devil-chased air so 
stamped on our own national physiognomy. What- 
ever his vocation, or the hour of the day, the Span- 
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iard has always time to chooee the shady side of 
the street, time to halt and talk with his friends. Am 
I watched hitn night by night in the Plaza San Fei^ 
nando — and this is largely typical of all Spain — 
there came the reflection that the lands of coniinoal 
striTing, the lands where " culture " demands the re- 
pression of every natural emotion and enthusiasm, 
are dreary realms, indeed, compared with the living 
Latin South. Here is not merely animation, but life, 
real life everywhere, no mere feigned living. 

On my second Sunday in Seville I attended my 
second bullfight. The first I had seen from the 
depths of the iombra, believing the assertion that 
none but a man with Arabic blood in his veins could 
endure the unshaded side of the arena. But my fear 
of sun-stroke had melted away; moreover, the sun- 
side gate keeper is most easily satisfied. I bou^it a 
ticket at a comer of las Sierpes and entered the plaza 
as soon as the doors were opened. 

Not a half-dozen had preceded me when I took a 
place on the stone bank directly behind the red tabUu. 
On my heels appeared a rabble of ragged, joyful 
fellows, who quickly demonstrated that I had not, as 
I supposed, chosen the foremost seat, by coming to 
roftst along the top of the barrier in front of me. 
One shuddeiB to reflect what would befall individuals 
in an American baseball crowd who should conduct 
themselves as did these habitu^ of the Sevillian soL 
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But to the nercurial andaltiz, sccuatomed always and 
BDjvhere to give his idioSTiicnuies and enthusiasms 
foil play, the vildest antics seem quite in place. 

If, as many reputed authorities will have us believe, 
tbe Spaniard's lore for " toros *' is dying out, what 
must it have been before the dissolution began P At 
any rate it has not yet sunk to that point where the 
vast plaza of Seville will hold all who would come, 
even to these novHiadaa in which the bulls are young 
and the fighters not yet more famous than a member 
of the oortes. From a dozen entries the spectators 
poured into the enclosure; in the blazing semicircle 
bronzad peasants and workmen with wine-awollen 
botoi, across the shimmering sand richly attired 
■cjioritas in the white mantilla of festival, attended 
by middle-aged duefias and, at respectful distance, 
by cafaalleroB of effeminate deportmoit. The ee- 
pailola is as ardent a lover of bulls as the men. One 
must not, however, jump to the conclusion that she is 
cruel and inhuman. On the contrary she is in many 
things exceedingly tender-hearted. Habit and tbe 
accnstoined way of thinking make vast differences, 
and the fact that Spain was for seven hundred years 
in continual warfare may account for a certain cal- 
lousness to physical suffering. 

The Spanish plaea de toros is the nearest modern 
prototype of the Boman Coliseum ; when it is filled 
one may easily form a mental picture of the scene 
at a gladiatorial combat. By four-thirty the voice 
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of the circular multitude was like tint rumble of MUae 
Artant Niagara. Howling Teudon of thint-qoench- 
ing fruits climbed over our blistering knees ; between 
tbe barriera circulated bawkers of everTthing tbat 
maj be sold to the festive-humored. Spain may be 
tardj in all else, but her bullfights begin sharply on 
time. At tbe first stnAe of five from the GiraUa 
a bogle sounded, the barrier gates swung open, and 
tiie game waaon. 

It woukl be not merely presumptuous, whidi is 
criminal, but trite, which is worse, to attempt at tliis 
hte day to picture a sctsw that has been described • 
Imndred times in every civilized tongue and in all 
tiie gamut of styles from Byninie verse to com- 
mercial-travder's prose. But whereas every hull fight 
is the same in its general features, no two were ever 
a^e in tbe unexpected incidents that make tba 
sport of peramial interest to the aficianadoM. An 
" afictOTiado,'* be it noted in passing, is a ** fan,** a 
being quite like oar own " rooter " except that, his 
infirmify being all but univenal, he is not looked down 
upon witii soch pity by bis fellow-countryniai. 

Seville is the acknowledged headquarters of the 
taurine art. ^ our modem days of migratory mix- 
tare of races and carelessness of sodal lines, toreros 
havf arisen from all classes and in all provinces — 
nay, even m foreign lands. One of Spain's famous 
wuiiadore$ is a Parisian, and one even more renowned 
beats tbe nid^name of tbe ** Mexieou Millionaira.** 
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But ah* nujorit;^ of bullfighters are still aoiu of 
peasant! and small landholden of Andalusia in gen- 
eral and the vicinity of Seville in particular. The 
torero touring " the provinces ** is as fond of an- 
nouncing himself a sevillaao as are our strolling 
playen of claiming " New Yawk ** as home. Now- 
adays, too, the bulls are bred in all parts of Spain 
and by various classes of persons. But the gaiut' 
detia* of Andalusia still supply most of the anlmaLi 
that die in the plazas of Spain, and command the 
highest prices. Among the principal raisers is the 
Duke of Veragua, who boasts himself — and can, 
it is said, make good the boast — a lineal descendant 
of that Christopher Columbus whose wandering ashes 
now repose in the cathedral of Seville. The duke, 
however, takes second place to one Eduardo Midra, 
whose bulls are so noted for their fury that a move- 
ment has for some time been on foot to demand 
double fees for facing animals from his pastures. 

The bulls of both my Sundays in Seville were 
*'niidras,*' and fully sustained the fame of their 
ganadero. Each ciSrrida began with the usual ca- 
parisoned parade, the throwing of the key, the flee- 
ing of the over-cautious aLguacHet amid the jeering 
of the multitude. Is there another case in history 
of a national sport conducted by the vested authori- 
ties of government? Perhaps so, in Nero's little 
matinees in the toasting of CbHstiuiB. But here the 
rules of the gome are altered and to some extent 
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fruned by tboM authoritiee. Imagine the city 
fatten of, let lu uy Boston, debating with flety 
seal vhether a batter should be allowed to nut on 
the third strike 1 Then, too, the mayor or his repre- 
aentatire is the umpire, safely so, however, for he 
ia securely locked in his box hi^ above the rabble 
and there is never a losing team to lie in wait for him 
beyond the dub-house. 

It is the all but universal custom, I note in skim- 
ming through the impressions of a half-hundred 
travelers in Spain, to decry bullfighting in the 
strongest terma. Nay, almost without exception, the 
dironiclers, who appear in most cases to be full- 
grown, able-bodied men, relate how a sickness ni(^ 
unto death came upon them at about the time the 
first bull was getting warmed up to hia business which 
forced them to flee the scene forever. One must, of 
coarse, believe they are not posing before the gentle 
reader, but it comes at times with difiScuIty. To be 
one, the game has little in common with croquet or 
dominoea; there are stages of it, particularly the 
disemboweling of helpless hacks, that give the new- 
comer more than one unpleasant quarter of an hour. 
Indeed, I am inclined to think that had I a dictator's 
power I should abolish bullfighting to-morrow, or 
next Monday at least; but so, for that matter, I 
should auto races and country billboards, Salome 
dancers and politicians, train-boys and ticket specu- 
lators. Unfortunately — 
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At anj rate, I came oat to this second corrida in 
Seville and left it with the hope of seeing several 
more. Certainly there is no other " sport " that can 
more quickly and fully efface from the mind of the 
spectator his personal cares and problems; and ia 
not this, after all, the chief, if not the only ralsou 
d'etre of professional sport? There is an intensity 
in the moment of a matador standing with steeled ey« 
and bared sword before a bull panting in tired anger, 
head lowered, a bnsh of expectancy in the vast audi- 
ence, the cAtfloi poised on tiptoe at a little distance, 
an equine corpse or two tumbled on the sand to give 
the scene reality, compared with which the third man, 
third strike in the ninth inning of a 0-0 contest is 
as exciting as a game of marbles. It is his hunger 
for such moments of frenetic attrition that makea 
the Spaniard a lover of the c6rrida, not the sight 
of blood and the injuries to beast and man, which* 
in his intoxication at the game itself, he entirely loses 
sight of. 

The newcomer will long remember his first bull — 
certainly if , as in my own case, the first bandarillero 
slips at the moment of thrusting his barbed darts 
and is booted like a soccer football half across the 
ring by the snorting animaL Still less shall I forget 
the chill that shot through me when, with the 
fifth bull at the height of his fury, a gaimt and 
awkward boy of fifteen sprang suddenly over the 
barriers and shook his ragged blouse a dozen times 
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in the animal's face. Aa many times he escaped a 
goring by the closest margin. The toreros did not 
for a moment lose their heads. Calmly and dextei^ 
onsly they manoeuTered nntU one of them drev the 
bnll off, when anoth^ caught the intruder by the 
ann and marched bim across the rin^ to the shade 
of the mayor's box. There the youth, wbo had taken 
this means of gaining an audience, lifted up a moum- 
fttl Toice and asked for food, asserting that be was 
starving — a statement that seemed by no means im- 
probable. The response vas thumbs down. But he 
gained his point, in a way, for he was given a fort- 
night in prison. Incidents of the sort bad grown s* 
frequent of late in the plaza of Seville as to make 
accessary a new law, promulgated in large letters on 
that day's programme. Printed words, in all proba- 
bility, meant nothing to this neglected son of Seville. 
Such occurrences are not always due to the same 
notive. The impulsive andaluz is frequently not 
satisfied with being a mere spectator at the national 
game. A score of times the tattered aficionados 
about me pounced upon one of their fellows and 
dragged bim down just as be was on the point of 
bounding into the ring. Indeed, as at any spectacle 
the world over, the audience was as well worth atten- 
tion as the performance itself. On the blistering 
stone terraces of an Andalusian sol animation and 
cmnedy are never lacking. In bis excitement at a 
clever thrust the Sevillian often sees fit to fall — 
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quite literally — on the neck of a total stranger; 
friends and foes alike embrace each other and dance 
about on the feet, shoulders, or heads of their un- 
complaining neighbon. There is a striking simi- 
lari^ betveen the bantering of a famous torero by 
the aficionados and the ** joshing" of a favorite 
pitcher in an American ball paik, but the good daj 
has yet to come vhen the recorder of a home-nin 
will be showered in his circuit of the bleachers with 
hats and vine-skins, handfuls of copper coins, and 
tropical deluges of cigars. Nor does the most in* 
excusable fumble call forth such a storm of derision 
as descends upon a cowardly bulL The jibes have 
in them often more of wit than vulgarity, as when an 
aficionado rises in his place and solemnly offers the 
animal his seat in the shade. The height of all in- 
sults is to call him a cow. Through it all, the 
leather wine-bottles pass constantly from band to 
hand. A dozen of these I had thrust upon me during 
the fight, and tasted good wine each time. The pro- 
ceeding is BO antiseptic as to warm the heart of the 
most raving germ-theorist, for the bota is fitted with 
a tiny spout out of which the drinker, holding the 
receptacle high above his head, lets the wine trickle 
down his throat. The skins so swollen when the 
corrida begins are limp and fiaccid when it ends. 

It seems the custom of travelers to charge that the 
apparent bravery of the bullfighter is mere pseudo- 
courage. Of all the detractors, however, not one 
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records having strolled ereo once across the arena 
vhile the fight was on. In truth, the torero's calling 
is distinctly dangerous. The meanest bull that enters 
a Spanish ring, one for whom the spectators would 
demand " banderillas de fuego " — explosives, — 
is a more fearful brute than the king of a Texas 
ranch. Their horns are long, spreading and needle- 
pointed ; the empreta that dared turn into the ring a 
bull with the merest tip of a horn blunted or broken 
would be jeered into c^hvion. Not a year passes 
that scores of toreros are not sent to the hospital. 

The Spanish espada is almost invariably ** game " 
to the last. The sixth bull of this Sunday's tourna- 
ment was, as often happens, the most ferocious, Hs 
killed six horses, wounded two picadoret, tossed a 
diulo as high as a one-story house and, at the first 
pass of Vasquez, the matador, knocked him down and 
gored him in the neck. A coward, one fancies, wotdd 
have lost no time in withdrawing. Vasquez, on the 
contrary, crawled to his feet and swung half round 
Ihe drck that all mi^t see he was unafraid, though 
blood was streaming down hia bespangled breast. 
The alguaciles between the barriers commanded him 
to retire, but it was to be noted that not one of them 
showed the least hint of entering the ring to enforce 
the order. The diestro advanced upon the defiant 
bmte, unfurled his red muleta, poised his sword — 
and swooned £at on the sand. The bull walked 
•lowly to him, sniffed at his motionless form, and with 
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an ezpi«Bsion almost human of dbdain, turned nni 
trotted away. 

** Falmas al toro ! " bavled a boisterous f ellov at 
mj elbow, and the vast circle burst out in a thunder 
of hand-clapping and cries of " Bravo, toro ! " while 
the wounded espada still lay senseless in the center of 
the ring. 

He was carried off by his etutdrSta, and the 
s(^>reudmite, which is to say the ** jumper-over," or 
substitute, mardied as boldly into the ring as if acci- 
dents were anknown. Once begun a c6rrida knows 
BO intermission, even thou^ a man is killed. The 
newcomer took steady aim and drove the three-foot 
sword to the very hilt hetwe^i the heaving shoulders ; 
then nonchalantly turned his back and strolled away. 
The bull did not fall, but wabbled off into the shade 
to lean ap against the tahUs as if he had suddenly 
grown disillusitmed and disgusted with life, and the 
spectators, no longer to be restrained, swarmed head- 
long into the arena. I pushed toward the animal 
with the rest and just as I paused a few feet from 
him he dropped suddenly dead, his blood-smeared 
boms rattling down along the barrier. 

On rare occasions the matador, disobeying the un- 
written law that the animal must be despatched by 
a thrust down through the body, places the point of 
his sword just behind the horns and with the slight- 
est of thrusts kills the bull so suddenly that his fall 
founds like the thump of a barrel dropped from a 
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liei;^ Then does the spectator, the unseasoned at 
least, experience an indefinable depression aa if this 
striking of a great brute dead by a mere prick in the 
back of the ne<^ were a warning of how frail after 
all is the bold of the most robust on life. 

As ve poured out of the plaza, I halted in 
the long curving chamber beneath the tribunes. 
Twentj-two horses, gaunt, mutilated things, laj 
tumbled pelhnell together in a rast heap. Brawny 
men in sleeveless shirts were pawing than over. 
Whenever they brought to light a mane or tail they 
slashed off the hair and stuffed it into sacks; when 
they dragged forth a hoof the shoe was quickly added 
to the heap of old iron in a comer. The bulls were 
treated with far more deference. Each lay in hid 
own space, and tbe group gathered about him wore 
the respectful mien of soldiers viewing the last re- 
mains of some fonnidahle fallen enemy. On my 
heels arrived the jingling moles with the last vietim. 
Two butchers skinned, qaartered, and loaded this into 
a wagon from the central markets in exactly eleven 
Biinutes, the v^cle rattled away, and the week's 
edrrida was over. 

The Spanish t<»ero is all but idolized by the rank 
and file, being in this respect vastly above our pro- 
fessional ball players. There is little society except 
tbe porely bluestocking to which he has not the 
mtr^ ; whererer and whenever he appears he is sure 
to be surrounded or followed by admiring crowds. 
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The famoua, tbe Bombita family, for example, vhich 
has givm four renowsed mstadores to the ring — 
and one to each of my Serillion c^Srridos — Macha- 
quito of C6rdoba, and a half-dozen others of highest 
rank are distinctly more popular and honored than 
the king. Nor ia this popularity, however clouded 
by a hod thnut, transient or fleeting. Fepete, who 
departed this life with exceeding suddenness bade in 
the sixties because a bull bounded after him over the 
tablai and nailed him to the inner barrier, is to this 
day almost a national hero. 

Of coune every red-blooded Spanish boy dreams 
of becoming a bullfighter and would not think of 
being unfamiliar wiUi the features, history, peculiari- 
ties, and batting aT — I mean number of cogidai or 
wounds of the principal fighters. Rare the boy who 
does not cany about his person a pack of portraits 
of matadores such as are given away with cigarettes. 
On the playground no other game at all rivals 
** torero " in popularity. There is something dis- 
tinctly redolent of the basdwD diamond in the dia- 
logues one is sure to hear several times on the way 
home after a c6rrida. A boy whom fate or the 
despotism of the family woo<^i]e has deprived of 
the joys of the afternoon, greets his inhuman father 
outside the gates with' a shout of, " H61a I Ptpi ! 
Qu£ tal los torosP — How goes it with the buDs — 
iriiat is the score P " To which father, anxious now 
to regain his popularity, answers jovially, ^'Bueno, 
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t-hwpiilln! Tna cogidos y dos al hospital. — FinCf 
BOD I Three iTounded and two in the hospiUl." 

Haring thus trod tiie verj boards of the last act of 
** Carmen ** and passed a splendid setting for the 
third in my tramp through the Sierra de Rondo, I 
decided to celebrate the otherwise nnglorious Fourdi 
by Tisiting the scene of the third. The great 
goTemment Fibrica de Tabacos of Seville is one of 
the most massiTe buildings in Spain, and furnishes 
vell-nigh half the cigarettes and cigars smoked in 
lAndahisia. I passed through the outer ofBces and 
crossed the vast patio without interference. When I 
attempted to enter the factory itself, hovever, an 
oflkial barred the vay. I asked why permission was 
denied and with a wink he answered : 

** Sh t Hace calor. It is hot, and las cigarra'as 
are not dressed to receive Tisitors. Come in the 
antamn and I shall make it a pleasure to show you 
through the fibrica." 

** But surely," I protested, " there are men among 
the employees who have admittance to the workrooBt 
even in summer? " 

** Claro, hombre ! '* he replied, with another wink. 
** But that is one of the privileges of our trade.** 

I strolled out around the building. Back of it, 
sure enough, was a cavalry barracks, and any one of 
a score of young troopers sitting astride churs in 
the shade of the building might have passed for Don 
Uos£. Some of them were singing, too, in good 



,,;. Google 



114 POUR MONTHS AFOOT IN SPAIN 

dear voices; though rather a sort of dreamy 
mdlagiUiio than the vivacious music of Bizet. Bat* 
alas 1 With Don Jos& and to spare, when the fao* 
torj ^tes opened and the thousands of cigarrerat 
so famed in song and improprietj poured forth, not 
one was there who could by anj stretch of the imag- 
ination be cast for Carmencita. Sevillanas there 
were of every age, from three-foot childhood up- 
ward ; disheveled gy^j girls from Triana across the 
rim'; fat, dumpy majas ; hobbling old witches ; slat- 
tans with an infant tucked under one arm ; crippled 
maiijn of modem invention ; hollow-chested victims 
ef tobacco fumes ; painted MwergSsnxoM; above all* . 
hondreds of hale, honest women who looked as if they 
worked to help support their families and hved life 
seriously and not wantonly. But not a face or even 
a form that could have seduced any young recruit to 
betray his trust and ruin his career. Piction, fre- 
quently, is more picturesque than fact— and far ks8 
pleasing in its morality. 
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CHAPTER VI 

TKAMPma KOmTKWABD 

TO the man -who will travd cheaply, interlard- 
ing his walking trips with such journeys by 
train aa may be necesBary to cover the peninsula in 
one Biunmer, Spain offers the advantages of the 
"Inllete kilom^trico.** The kUometer ticket is sold 
in all classes and for ahnost any distance, and is 
valid on all but a few branch lines. One applies 
at a ticket agency, leaves a small photograph of 
one's self, and comes back a couple of days later 
to receive a sort of 16tno mOeage-book containing 
legal information sufficient to furnish reading mat- 
ter for spare moments for a week to come and 
adorned with the interesting likeness already noted. 
I made such application during my second week 
in Seville, and received for my pains a book good 
for two thousand kilometers (1S80 miles) of third- 
class travel during the ensuing three months. The 
cost thereof — besides the infelicity of sitting to a 
photographer in a sadly mosquito-bitten condition — 
covering transportation, government tax on the same, 
printing and the tax therefor, the photograph and 
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the tax for tlut privilege, and the gOTemment stamp 
aiteflting that the goremmeBt was satisfied it could 
tax no more, footed up to aerentj-^Te pesetas, or 
CfMicisely, thirteen dollars and thirty cents. 

But — if there is anything in official Spain tha£ 
has not A " but " attached it should be preserved in 
a museum — but, X saj, the kilometer-coupons are 
printed in fives rather than in ones, and however 
■mail the fraction of distance overlapping, it costs 
five kilometers of ticket. Moreover — there is 
usually also a " moreover " following the ** but " 
daoae in Spanish ordinances — moreover, there are 
banflj two cities in Spain the railway distance be- 
tween which does not terminate in the figures one 
«r six. It does not seem reasonable to believe that 
ikut railroads were surveyed round-«bout to accom- 
plish this result; it must be, therefore, that in the 
lumds of Spanish railway measurers the kilometer is 
BHsctptible to such shrinkage as may be needfuL 
At any rate — and this is the thou^t I had hoped 
to lead up to — at any rate it was very often pos- 
s%le, by walking six or eleven or sixteen kilometers, 
to save ten or fifteen or twenty kilometers of ticket; 
and the game of thus outwitting the railway strat- 
egists was incomparably more diverting than either 
solitaire or one-hand poker. 

Thus it was that, though I pUnned to readi 
Cdrdoba that evening, I left Seville during the morn- 
ing of July 8 on foot. In my knapsack was a 
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day's supply of both food and driDk, in the form 
of three-cent's vorth of those fresh figs that abound 
in Spain — the one fruit that is certainly descended 
directly from the Garden of Eden. For miles the 
route led across a desert-dry land as flat as a vest- 
em prairie, grilling in the blazing sunshine. At 
rare intervals an olive-tree cast a dense black shadow. 
!I1iere vas no grass to be seen, but only an occa- 
uonal tuft of bright red floweis smiling bravel/ 
■bore the moistoreless soiL 

Long hours the retrospect of the city of toreros 
Bwmained, the overgrown cathedral bulking gigantic 
above all else. All the daj through cream-white 
Carmona on her hilltt^ — a Icftf island in a sea 
tnmed sand — gleamed off to tbe southward, visible 
almost in detail through the truly transparent air 
of Andalusia. I did not go to Carmona, near as 
she is to Seville; I never care to, for certainly she 
cannot be half so bewitching in reality as she looks 
Ml her sheer-faced rock across these burning plains of 
land. To the north, beyond the brown Guadal- 
quivir, lay the distance-blue foothills of the Sierra 
Morena, dying away in the northern horizcm. 

It was twenty-one o'clock by her station time- 
piece when I descended at C6rdoha from the traia 
I had boarded in the dusk at Tocina. A mile's 
stroll brou£^t me to the city itself, and a lodging. 
Poor old Cordoba has fallen on parlous timw. 
L&e those scions of nobility one runs across now 
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and Uien ** on the road,** it is well that she hu ber 
papers to prove she was once what she claims to 
have been. Surelj none would guess ber to-daj a 
fonner imperial city of the Caliphs, the Bagdad 
asd Mecca of the West. Her streets, or rather ber 
alleys, for she has no streets, are bordered for the 
aiost part bj veritable village hovels. Most African 
IB aspect of all the cities of Spain, this once centen 
of Arabic civilization looks as if she bad been over- 
whelmed so often that she has utterly lost heart and 
(iven up, expending what little sporadic energy she 
has left in constructing m tolerable Alameda to the 
station, either that she may have always open an 
avenue of escape, or to entice the unsuspecting 
tnivder into her misery. 

To the imagination the Cdrdoba of to-day is 
wholly a deception. Yet she may rest assured that 
Ae win not be entirely forgotten so long as her on« 
£ao, the cathedral, or more properly her chief 
mosque, remains. For in spite of Christian desecra- 
tion, in spite of the crippled old women who aie 
incessanUy drawing water in its Fatio of the Orange- 
trees, despite even the flabby, cynical priests that 
loaf in the shade of the same, smoking their ciga- 
rettes, and the beggars at its doors like mnning 
sores on the landscape, the Mesdjid al-Dij&mi of 
C6rdoba does not, like many a far-heralded " sig^t,** 
bring disappointment. Once in the cool BtiUneas of 
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its forest of pillars one may itill drift back into the 
gone centuries and rebuild and repeople in fancy the 
sumptuous days of the Moor. 

TioB reconstruction of the past was not oninter* 
mpted, hoverer, on the morning of my visit. For in 
the chord), that heavy-featnred intruder irithin the 
mosque like a toadstool that has sprung up throud^ 
some broken old Etruscan vase, mass was celebrating. 
I crossed before the opta door and glanced in. 
Some thirty strapping, well-fed priests were loun- 
ging in the richly-caired choir stalls, chanting a 
resonant wail that was of vast solace, no doubt, to 
some unhappy soul writhing in purgatory. There 
was not the shadow of a worshiper in the building. 
Yet these able-bodied and ostensibly sane men 
croaked on throng their chants as serioos-featured 
•s if all the congregation of Obdoba were follow- 
ing their every syllable with reverent ewe. 

Tbey interfered not in the least with si^t-seeing, 
however, being, as I have said, in the church proper, 
an edifice wholly distinct from the mosque and one 
which none but m conscientious tourist or a fervent 
Catholic would care to enter. There were, never- 
theless, certain annoyances, in the persons of a half- 
dozen blearing crones and as many ragged and of- 
ficious urchins, who crowded about offering, nay, 
thrusting upon me their services as guides. 

In time I shook off all but one ugly fellow of 



,,;. Google 



IM FOUR MONTHS AFOOT IN SPAIN 

•bout fifteen, -who hung; irrepreuibly on my heeb. 
Man ended toon after, and the priests filed out into 
the mosque chatting and rolling cigarettes, and wan- 
dered gradually away. One of them, boweveT, 
catching sight of me, advanced and clutching my 
would-be guide by the slacker portions of his rai- 
ment, sent him spimiing towund the door. 

** Es medio loco, eso,** he said, stepping forward 
with a shifty nnile and nudging me with an elbow, 
** a half-witted fellow who will trouble you no more. 
With your permission I will show you all that is to 
be seen, and it shall cost you nothing." 

I accepted the offer, not because any guidance 
was necessary, or even desirable, but glad of every 
opportunity for closer acquaintance and observa- 
tion of that most disparaged class of Spanish society. 
To one to whom not only all creeds, but each of the 
world's luJf-dosen real religions sum tip to much the 
same total, the general condenmation of the priest- 
hood of Spain had hitherto seemed but another ex- 
ample of prejudice. 

This member of the order was a man of forty, 
ttoop-sbouldered, his tonsure merging into a frontal 
baldness, with the face and manners of a man-about- 
town and a frequenter of the Tenderloin. For three 
sentences, perhaps, he conversed as any pleasant 
Btan of the worid might with a stranger. Then we 
paused to view several paintings of the Virgin. 
They were images deeply revered by all true Catho- 
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lies, jet thia tmirkiiijf fellov began ntddenlj to com- 
ment on than in a Btring of laaciTioas indecenciM 
wliich evta I, who have no reverence for ih&a. wbat- 
ever, could not hear without being moved to protest. 
As we advanced, his Balliei and anecdotes grew more 
and more obscene^ his conduct more insinuating. 
When be fell to hinting that I should, in return for 
his kindness, bring forward a few tales of a similar 
vintage, I professed myself sated with sight-seeing 
and, leading the way out into the sunshine to the 
•tone terrace overlooking tbe CiuadalqutTir, with 
Bcan^ excuse left him, 

A walk across the stately old bridge and around 
tbe century-crumbled city walls lightened my spirits. 
In the afternoon, cutting short my siesta, I ven- 
tured back to the cathedral. The hour was weU 
diosen; not another human being was within its 
walls. Unattended I entered the famims third 
mArdb and satisfied myself that its marble floor is 
really worn trough-like by the knees of pious Mo- 
hammedans, centuries since departed for whatever 
was in store for them in the realm of hotirii. Free 
frcmi tbe prattle of " guides," I climbed an impro- 
vised ladder into the second mihrab, which was tm- 
dtfgoing repairs ; and for a full two honra wandered 
undisturbed in the pillared solitude. 

Night bad fallen when I set out on foot from 
CArdoba. Tbe beat was too intense to have pa<- 
Huttcd deep ontil towards morning, had I remained. 
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Orer the city behind, in the last glow of evenings 
there seemed to rise agsin the melancholy chant, ages 
dead, of the mueuin; 

"Allah M Allahl There is no God but God. 
Come to prayer. Allah ill Allah ! ** 

The moon iraa absent, but the stars that looked 
down upon the steaming earth seemed more brilliant 
and myriad than ever before. In spite of them the 
darkness was profound. The Spaniard, however, is 
still too near alcin to the Arab to be wandering in 
the open country at such an hour, and I heard not a; 
sound but my own footsteps and the restless repose 
of the summer night until, in the first hour of the 
morning, I arrived at the solitary station of 
Arcol£a. 

There I stretched out on a narrow platform bendi, 
but was still gazing sleeplessly at the sky above 
when a " mizto " rolled in at two-thirty. The pop- 
ulous third-class compartment was open at the sides, 
and the movement of the train, together with the 
cbiH that comes at this hour even in Spain, made 
the temperature distinctly cdd. That of itself 
would have been endurable. But close beside me* 
oppressively dose in fact, sat a woman to the lee- 
ward of forty, of the general form of a sack of 
wheat, in her hand the omnipresent fan. Begularly 
at two-minute intervals she flung this open from 
force of habit, sent over me several icy draughts of 
air, and noting the time and place, heaved a vbA 
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** a; de mi ! " and dropped the fan shut again — 
for exactly another two mioutes. 

I slept not at all and, descending as the night was 
fading at the station of Espeluy, shouldered mj 
bundle and set off toward the sunrise. Three kilt>- 
metem more and there lay before me the great open 
highway to Madrid, three hundred and seven kilo- 
meters away. I stmck into it boldly, for all my 
drowsiness, reflecting that even the inmiortal Murillo 
bad tramped it before me. 

The landscape lay desolate on dther han^ almost 
haggard in the glaring sunshine, o£Fering a loneli- 
ness of view that seaned all at once to stamp with 
reality those myriad tales of the land pirates of 
Spain. Indeed, the race has not yet wholly died out. 
Since my arrival the peninsnla had been ringing with 
the exploits of one Females, a bandit of the old 
caliber, who had thus far outgeneraled even that 
world-famous exterminator of brigands, the modem 
gnardia civiL His haunt was this very territory to 
the left of me, and not a week had passed since a 
band of travelers on this national carretera hod seen 
fit to contribute to bis transient larder. 

But his was an isolated case, a course that was 
sore to be soon run. The necessity of making one's 
win before undertaking a journey through Spain is 
■o longer imperative. Li fact, few countries offer 
more safety to the traveler; certainly not our own. 
Tor the Spaniard is individually one of the aMMrt 
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honest men on the globe, notwithstanding tlut tah 
lectiveljr, officiallj he is among tlie most •orrupt. 
The old Oriental despotism has left its mark, deep 
to this day; and the Spaniard of the masses aaki 
himself^ and not without reason — why he should 
show loyalty to a goremment that is little more than 
two parties secretly bound by agreement alternately 
to share the spoils. Henoe the law-breaker is as of 
yore not merely respected but encouraged. Fer- 
nales in his short career had become already a hero 
and a pride of the Spanish people, a champion war- 
ring single-handed against the common enemy. 

Without pose or pretense I may say that I wouhl 
gladly hare given two or three ten-dollar checks and 
as many weeks of a busy Hfe to have fallen into the 
dutches of this modern Di^ Tuzpin. His retreat 
would certainly have been a place of interest. But 
fortune did not favor, and I passed unmolested the 
long, hot stretch to the stony hilltop village of 
Bailen, a name almost better known to Frenchmea 
than to Spaniards. 

There, however, I was waylaid. I had finished m 
hmch of all that the single grocery-etore offeree^ 
which chanced to be stoce-hord cheese and water, 
and was setting out again, when two civil guards 
gruffly demanded my papers. This was the only 
pair I was destined to meet whose manners were not 
in the highest degree polished. The screaming heat 
Vas, perhaps, to blame. I turned aside into the 
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diftde of a building aod handed them m; passport, 
vhich they examined irith the circumspection of a 
Freodi gendarme. In general, however, it spoke 
wen of my choice of garb that I was rarely halted 
by the guardia as a possible vagrant nor yet by the 
officers of the octroi as a possessor of dutiable 
articles. 

It would seem the part of wisdom in tramping in 
southon countries to walk each day until toward 
ooon and, withdrawing until the fury of the sun is 
•bated, march on well into the nigfaL But the plan 
is seldom feasiUe; In all this southern Spain espe- 
cially there is scarcely a patch of grass large enough 
whereon to lay one*s head, to say nothing of the 
body; and shade is rare indeed. On this day, after 
a sleepless night, a siesta seemed imperative. In 
mid-aftemoos I came upon a culvert under the high- 
way and lay down on the scanty, duat-dry leaves at 
its mouth, shaded to just below the arm-pits. But 
sleep had I none; for about me swarmed flies like 
Tultnres over a field of battle, and after fighting 
tbem for an hoar that seemed a week, I acknowledged 
defeat and trudged drowsily on. 

Soon began a few habitations and a cotmtry 
growing much wheat. In nothing more than in her 
methods of husbandry is Spain behind — or as the 
Spaniard himself would put it — different from the 
rest of the world. Her peasantry has not reached 
even the flail stage of development, not to mention 
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the threshing machine. The grain is cut with niddes. 
As it arrives from the field it is spread head-down 
mund and round a saucer-shaped plot of ground. 
Into this is introduced a team of mules hitched to a 
sled, which amble hour by hour around the en- 
closure, sometimes for days, the boj driver squatting 
OB the cross-piece singing a never-ceaslDg Oriental 
drone of a few tones, from each such threshing- 
floor the chaff, sweeping in great clouds across the 
carretera, covered me from head to foot as I passed. 

It was some distance beyond the town of Guarra- 
tain and at nightfall that I entered a village of a 
few houses like dug-out rocks tossed helter-skelter 
on either side of the way. The dejected little shop 
furnished me bread, wine, and dried fish and the in- 
formation that another of the hoveb passed for a 
posada. This was a single stone room, half floored 
with cobbles. The back, unfloored section housed 
several munching asses. The human portion was 
occupied by a stray arriero, the shuffling, crabbed 
old woman who kept the place, and by a hearty, 
frank-faced blind man in the early thirties, attended 
by a frolicsome boy of ten. It was furnished with 
exactly four cooking utensils, a tumbled bundle of 
burlap blankets in one comer, a smouldering cluster 
of fagots in another, and one stool besides that on 
srhich the blind man was seated. 

This I took, reflecting that be who will see Spun 
must not expect luxury. The real Spaniard llva 
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lon^y and shows hinuelf onljr to those who are will- 
ing to roagh it with him. As I sat down, the blind 
man addressed me; 

** Hot days these on the road, sefior.** 

** Verdod es," I answered. 

**You are a foreigner fnnn the north," he re- 
marked casually, as if to himself. 

"Yes; bat how do yon know that?** 

**0h, a simple matter," he replied. **That yoa 
are a foreigner, bj yonr speech. That you an 
from the north, because jou only half pronounce the 
letter R. You said * burro ' in speaking of our four* 
legged companion there, whereas the word is 'bar* 
p-r-ro.* You have walked many leagues,*" 

" What tells you that? " 

**Carajo! Nothing simpler. Your step is tired, 
yoa sit down heavily, you brush your trousers and a 
thick dust arises." 

Blindness, I hod hitherto fancied, was an advai^ 
tage only during certain histrionic moments at the 
opera, but here was a mao who evidently made it a 
positive blessing. 

** Your are about twenty-five," he continued. 

" Twenty-six. You will be good enough, periiaps, 
to teU me how you guessed that." 

"What could be easier? The tone of your voice; 
the pace at which your words fall. It is strange that 
you, a foreigner, should be such an amateur of 
balls." 
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** Caraiaba ! ** I gasped. ** Tou <!ertaiiilj do not 
learn that from the tone of mj voice ! ** 

** Ah ! We cannot tell all our secrets,** he 
chuckled; "we irho must make a living b; them.'* 

Then in the night that hod settled down he fell 
to tdling Btories, not intentionally, one would have 
said, but unconsciouBly, fascinating tales as those 
of the ** Arabian Nights,** full of the color and the 
extravagance of the Sast, the twinkle of his ciga- 
rette gleaming forth from time to time and outlin- 
ing the boy seated wide-eyed on the floor at his feet 
with his head against his master's knee. He was 
as truly a minstrel as any troubadour that wandered 
in the days of chivalry, a bom story-teller all but 
unconscious of his gift- When after a long time 
be left off, ve drifted again into conversation. He 
was wholly illiterate and in compensation more filled 
with true knowledge and wisdom than a houseful of 
schoolmen. His calling for five and twenty years 
had been just this of roaming about Spain telling 
his colorful stories. 

** Were you bom so? ** I asked late in the evening. 

** Even so, sefior.*' 

**A sad nusfortune." 

"You know best, seftor,** he answered, with a 
hearty laugh. ** I have no notion how useful this 
feeling you call si^t may be, but with those I have 
I live with what enjoyment is reasonable and find no 
need for Emother." 
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The crip^d old cnme, who seemed neither to 
bxtt knoim any other life than this nor ever to have 
been attired in anything than the piece-meal mga 
that now covered her, dragfged the heap of burlap 
from tJie comer and spread it in three Bections on 
the stone floor. Od one she threw herself down with 
many si^u and the creaking of rusty joints, the 
second fell to my lot, and the blind man and his boy 
cnrted up on the third. The arriero carried his own 
blanket and had long since fallen to snoring with 
his head on the saddle of his ass and his ciforjat 
close beside him. 

lltere is one Spanish sentence that expresses the 
most with the least breath, perhaps, of any single 
word on earth. It is ** Madmg^ P ** and means 
nothing less than " Is it your intention to get up 
early to-morrow momingP " In these wayside 
fondas it calls always for an affirmative answer, for 
the bedroom is certain to be turned into the living 
room and public hall and st^le exit at the first ^im:- 
mer of dawn. 

I was on the road again by four-thirty. Three 
hoars of plodding across a rising country brought 
me to La Carolina, a town as pleasing in compari- 
son with its neighbors as its name. Its customs, 
however, were truly Spanish, even thou^ many of 
the ancestors of its light-haired populace were Swiss, 
and my antimely quest for breakfast did nothing 
BKve than arouse vast astonishment in its half-doien 
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caf^ wrecked and riotooi plaeei in durge of 
dahereled, heavy-eyed "skittlet." Jn the open 
market I found fresh figs eren cheaper than in 
Seville mi, asking no better fare, tamed back 
toward the highway. 

I had passed through half the town when sud- 
denly I heard in a side street a familiar voice, ting- 
ing to the accompaniment of a guitar. I turned 
thither and found the blind singer I had first en> 
countered in Jaen, just on the point of drawing out 
his bundle of handbills. While his wife canvasaed 
tiie group of early risen, I accosted him with the ior 
formation that I had bought one of his sheets in 
Jaen a month before. 

** Ahl You too tramp la earreteraP ** he repUe^ 
tnming upon nw a glance so sharp that for the m^ 
inent I forgot he could not see. 

** SU sefior. Do you not also sell the music o£ 
your songs P ** 

" How can music be put on paper? ** he laughed. 
** It conies as you sing. Are you going far? ** 

« To Madrid.** 

"Vayal" he cried, (mee more posing his gnitar. 
**WelI, there is much to be enjoyed oa the road — 
when the sun is not too high. Taya V. con Dioa* 
young man.** 

Beyond Las Navas de Tolosa the face of the land- 
scape changed, the carretera mounting ever higher 
throo^ a soilless stretch of angular hills of dull- 
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gmj, fliate-colored rock. Above Santa Elena these 
broke up into deep gorges and mountain foothills^ 
an utterly unpeopled country as silent oa the grave. 
I halted to gaze across it, and all at once, reflecting 
on the stillness as of desolation that hangs over all 
mral Spain, there came upon me the recollection 
that in all the land I had sot once heard the note of 
a wild bird. 

In the otter quiet I reached a deep slit in th« 
flanking mountain, and even the stream that de- 
scended along its bottom was as noiseless as some 
phantom river. It offered all the facilities for s 
bath, however, and moreover under an overhanging 
mass of rock that warded off the sun had watered 
' to un-Spanish greenness a patch of grass of a few 
feet each way. There I spent half the afternoon in 
slumber. The highway shortly after plunged head- 
long down into the very depths of the earth, 
squirmed for a time in the abyss, then clambered 
painfully upward between precipitous walls of 
gloomy slate to a new level. When suddenly, unex- 
pectedly, almost physically there rose before my eyes 
the picture of the Knight of the Sorrowful Counte* 
nance, ambling past, close followed by thickset, hale- 
cheeked Sancho on his ass. For I had traversed the 
pass of Despefiaperros ; languid Andalusia lay be- 
hind me, and ahead as far as the eye could reach 
spread the yet twice more barren and rocky table- 
land of La Mancha. 
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BPAHISB KOAOS JOm E0AO8TBX8 

IN tJie gloom of evening I espied on a doll, sterile 
hillside a vast rambling venta, as bare, slate- 
colored, and mariced with time as the hills themselves. 
Here iras ezEicUj such a caravansary as that in which 
he of the Triste Figura had watched over his arms 
bj night and won his Micomiconian Imighthood. 
It consisted of an immense enclosure that was half 
farmyard, backed by a great stable of which a strip 
around two sides beneath the low vaulted roof had 
been marked off for the use of man ; the whole dull^ 
gloomy, cheerless, unrelieved by a touch of color. 
Within the building were scattered a score of mules, 
borricos and machos. Several tough-dothed mule- 
teers, with what had been bright handkerchiefs 
wound about their brows, sauntered in the courtyard 
or sat eating with their great razor-edged navajas 
their lean suppers of brown bread and a knuckle of 
ham. £ven the massive wooden pump in the yard 
among an array of ponderous carts and wagons was 
there to complete the picture. Indeed, this was none 
other than the Venta de Cardenas, reputed the very 
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■ame in vhidi Don Greaves passed his vigilant nigbt, 
when Sancho vas tossed in a blanket and Master 
Nicholas, the barber* bearded himself vith a oow'a 
taiL 

The chanee betrayal of mj nationality aronsed in 
the errieroa a mggestion of irooder and even am 
occasional question. But in general their interest 
was as meager as their knowledge of the irorld ont- 
nde the national boundaries. Not once did they dis- 
play the eagerness to learn that is so characteristic of 
the Italian. For the Spaniard considers it beneath 
his dignity as a caballero and a eristino viejo to shov 
any marked cariosity* especially concerning a foreign 
land* whidi cannot but be vastly inferior to his own. 
Four centuries of national misfortune and shrinkage 
have by no means eradicated his firm conviction, im- 
planted in his mind by Ferdinand and Isabel in the 
days of conquest, that he is the salt of the earth, 
niperior in all things to the rest of the human race. 

Spain is one of the most illiterate countries of the 
civilized world, yet also one of the best educated, 
unless education be merely that mass of undigested 
and commonly misapplied information absorbed 
within four walls. Few men have a more exact 
knowledge, a more solid footing on ttie every- 
day earth than the peasant, the laborer, the 
■nileteer of Spain. One doea not marvel merely 
at the fluent, pownful, entirdy grammatical Ian-* 
gnage of tiicse unlettered fellows, bat at the sound 



,,;. Google 



IM FOUR MONTHS AFOOT IN SPAIN 

basic wisdom that atanda forth in their every weif 
tence. If their illiteracy denies them the advantage 
of ab8ori)ing the festering rot of the yeUow journal, 
in compenBation thej bare a wealth of TOcabulary 
and a forceful simplicity of diction that raises thera 
numj degrees above the corresponding doss in more 
*' advanced " lands. 

It is of the " lower ** classes that I am speaking, 
the common sense and backbone of Spain. The so- 
called upper class is one of the most truly ignorant 
and uneducated on earth — though among its mem- 
bers, be it noted, is no illiteracy. The maltreated 
Miguel was adamantinely right in dioosing his hero 
from the higher orders; no Spaniard of the maases 
could be so far led astray from reason as to be(»me 
a Quixote. 

It is noticeable that the Spaniard of the laboring 
doss has almost none of that subservimce bom ui 
the blood in the rest of Europe. Not only does each 
nan consider himself the equal of any other; he take* 
and expects the world to take for granted that this is 
the case, and never feels called upon to demonstrate 
that equality to himself and the rest of the world by 
insolence and rowdyism. Dissipation be knows not, 
except the dissipation of fresh air, snnsliine, and a 
guitar. Nowhere in Christian lands is drunkenness 
BK>re rare. Like the Arab the hardy lower-class 
Spaniard thrives robustly on a mean and scanty diet ; 
he can sleep anywhere, at any time, and to the crea- 
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tore comforts ii ■upremely iDdiffemit. One caa 
lurdly believe thi* the country in which Alfoiuo X 
fdt it necessary to enact stem laws against the serr- 
ing of more than two dishes of meat at a meal or the 
wearing of "slashed** silks. Yet the Spain of to- 
day is not reany a cheap coimtzy ; it is merely that 
within its borders frugality is uniTersal and held in 
honor ratho* than contempt. 

Wboi the eroiing grew advanced, my f dlow guests 
lay down on the bare cobble-stones of the voita, mak- 
ing pillows of the furniture of their mules, and were 
■oon sleeping peacefully and sonorously. For me, 
soft-skinned product of a more ladylike world, was 
spread a mnleteer's thick blanket in the embrasure 
of a wooden-blinded window, and amid the munching 
of asses and the not unpleasant smell of A Spaniili 
stable I, too, drifted into slumber. 

From dawn until early afternoon I marched on 
across the rocl^ vastness of Spain, where fields have 
no boundary nor limit, a gnarled and osseous country 
and a true detpdblado, as fruitless as that sterile necld 
of sand that binds Gibraltar to the continent It is 
in these haggard, unpeopled plateaus of the interior 
that one begins to believe that the population of the 
peninsula is to-day barely one-third what it was in 
the pKMperous years of Abd er^Bahman. 

At length, across a valley that was like a lake of 
heat waves, appeared Santa Cruz, a bard, coloriess 
lown wbue I was forced to be content with the usual 



,,;. Google 



IM FOUR MONTHS AFOOT IN SPAIN 

bnttdf cbeese and vine, tbe f onner ma tmnSad u ths 
snrroim^g coniitiTBide. In tbs fnrthor outskiit» 
of the place I f otiud a potter at iroA in a large opm 
bovel and baited to psH tbe niMt beated boor with 
him. In one end of tbe btulding wai & great trough 
of day in vliich a bare-foot boj waa ilowlj treading 
■p and down. Now and again be caught up a lump 
of the dough and deposited it m a board before th« 
potter. This ibe latter took by the handful and, 
placing it on hia wheel, whirled it quickly into a 
TeMel of a shape not unlike a soup-bowL I inquired 
i^t these sold for and with a ugh he replied: 

"* lliree small dogs apiece, coddoa (cooked) " — 
pointing at the kiln — *' y eoantoa — how many 
break in the glazingl It is no joyful trade, sefior.** 

Once he left hia woric to munch a cruat and to offer 
me a cigarette and a drink from hi* leather bota, but 
soon drifted back to hia task with the restlesa, har- 
assed look of the piece-wotker the world over. 'Am 
I sat watching his agile fingers a bit drowsily, there 
came suddenly back to memory the almost forgotten 
days when I, too, had toiled thus in the gloomy, 
Bwdtering depths of a factory. Truer slavery there 
never was than that of the piece-worker under our 
modem division of labor. Stroll through a factory 
to find a man seated at a machine stamping strips of 
tin into *«nTip«*1« et two oenta a hundred by a few! 
rimple tarns of the wrist, and his task seona easy, 
almost a pastime in Hs Anip£city. But go away foa 
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« year, trard through half the countriefl of the 
globct go on a honeymoon to Venice and the Grecian 
iaies, and then come back to find him sitting on the 
se]f-«uue stool, in the self-same attitude, stamping 
strips of tin into canheads at two cents a hundred by 
a few simple turns of the wrist 

Three blazing hours passed by, and I found my- 
self entering a rolling land of vineyards, heralding 
wine-famous Valdepeiias. The vines were low shrubs 
not trained on sticks, the grapes touching the ground. 
A dip in an exotic stream reduced the grime and 
aweat of travel, and just beyond I came again upon 
the railway. A half-hour along it brought me face 
to face with the first foreign tramp I had met in 
Spain,— a ligfat-jiaired, muscular youth in tattered, 
■Dn-brown garb, his hob-nailed shoes swung over one 
sbonlder and around his feet thick bandages of bur- 
lap. He was a German certainly, perhaps a modem 
Benedict MoU whose story would have been equally 
interesting in its absurdity. But he passed me vitit 
the stare of a man absorbed in his personal affairs 
and accustomed to keep his own counsel, and stalked 
away southward along the scintillant railroad. 

I halted for a drink at the stuccoed dwelling of a 
track-walker. In the grassless yard, undo* the only 
imitation of a tree in the neighborhood, slept a 
roadster. Now and again the chickens that scratched 
in Tain the diy, lifeless earth about him, marched dls- 
couolately across his prostrate form. 
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*' Poor fellow,** said the track-walker^B wife at ti»e 
well, " he has known miaerj, more even than the rest 
«f u*. Vaya como duenne! " 

I Rat down in the streak of shade that was crawl- 
ing eastward across him. He wore a ten-day beard 
and the garb of a Spanish worionan of the city, set 
off by a broad redfaja around his waist. In one 
bulging pocket of his coat appeared to be all his 
earthly possessions. 

There was no evidence of overwhelming ** miseria " 
in the cheery greeting with which he awoke, and as 
our ways coincided we continued in company. He 
was a Serillian named Jesds, bound northward in gen- 
eral and wherever else the gods mij^t lead him. 

'* For a long time there has been no work in Se- 
ville for nosotros, the carpenters,** he explained 
though with no indication of grief. ** This half yeaE 
I have been selling apricots and azucariUos in the 
bullring and on the Alameda. But each day more of 
Seville comes to sell and less to buy. I should have 
gone away long ago, but my comrade Gisparo would 
not leave his amiga. G^paro is a stone-polisher 
and had work. 

"Then one day I am taken by the police for I 
know not what. When after two weeks I come out* 
G^aro is gone. But he has come north and some- 
where I shall run across him.'* 

Jestis had just passed through a marveloos experi- 
ence* which he proceeded to relate in all his Latin 
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"wealth of language — though not in the phrsaeolog}) 
of a graxhiate roadster: 

"Mirs v., hombret Two nights ago^ when m^ 
feet are worn away with more than ten leguas of walk- 
ing on the railroad, I come to Baeza. It ia dark, 
and I wander along the track to find a soft bank to 
sleep. Ob the short railroad that is at each statioD 
there is waiting a train of merchandise. Suddenly 
a great idea comes to me. ' Sh ! Jesds,* I whisper^ 
* what if you should hide yourself away somewhere 
on this train of merchandise? It would periiapa 
bring you to the next station,' 

** With great quiet I climb a wagon and hide my- 
self between bales of cork. Screech! Brrr! 
RboomI The train is off, and all night I am riding 
— without a ticket. But at Vilches the man that goes 
with the train with a lantern comes hy and it is my 
curse to be making some noise, mo¥ing to roll a dga- 
zette. *Ya te 'pial* (I spy you!) he cries. Vaca 
que soy I So of course I must get down. But mira, 
hombrel There I have traveled more than twelve 
miles without paying a pernio I " 

I had not the heart to disillusion him with a yam 
or two from the land of the " hobo." 

In the telling we had come within sight of Valde- 
pefias. It was a " valley of rocks " indeed, though 
a city of good size and considerable evidence of in- 
dustry, abounding with great hodegai, or wine wars* 
houses. As we trudged throu^ the long strai^t 
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itreet tliat Iiad swallowed op the highway, we j 
Ihe talUr of a marble-cutter. 

** It is in a place like this that Gfaparo worls,** 
Bighed Jestis, wandering langoidlj in at the open 
door. I was strolling slowly on when a whoop as of 
a man saddenly beset by a band of savages brougU 
DW ninning back into the establishment. Jesds was 
diaking wildly by both hands a stockily-bnilt yomig 
fellow in shirt sleeves and white canvas apron, whn 
RMS rivaling him in rolobility of greeting. Gispoio 
was found. 

Still shonting incoherentlj, the two left the shop 
■nd squatted in the shade along the oatside walL 

** Hombre ! " panted Jestia, when his excitement had 
■omewhat died down. " I have told myself that by 
to-morrow we should be tramping the carretera to- 
gether." 

But Gitsparo shook his head, sadly yet dedsivdy. 

" No, amigo. Jam<U ! Nunca E Never do I take 
to the road again. I have here a good job, the finest 
o{ patrons. No. I shall stay, and send for the 
amiga-^ OT find another here." 

With the dignity of a cahallero, Jes^ accepted 
the decree without protest, and wished his erstwhik 
comrade lack and prosperity. Then that they might 
part in full knowledge, he launched forth in the stor^ 
of his journey from Seville. G4sparo listaied ab- 
Boitly, shaking his head sadly from time to tima. 
iWhcB the episode of the amateur hoboing I 
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bs ut tip with relieved mtersst; before it wu mdad 
be was staring at the speaker with clenched fists, hia 
eyes bulging, the cigarette between his lips atone- 
dead. From that great epic JesiJi jumped without 
intermission to a hasty surrey of the anticipated joys 
that lay between him and Madrid. Suddenly G^puo 
sprang into the air with an explosive howl, landing 
on his feet. 

" By the blood of your namesake I '* he shouted. 
**How can a man stay always in one place? This 
daily drudgery will kill mel I will throw the job in 
tbe patron's face, and get my wages this very minute^ 
amaguito, and we will go to Madrid together. Jes6s 
Marfa! Who knows but we can hide ourselves on 
another freight train ! ** — and crying over his shoul- 
der some rendezvous, be disappeared within the es- 
tablishment. 

We sauntered on to the central plaza. It was ut- 
terly treeless and paved with cobble-stones ; nor coold 
we find a patch of grass or a shaded bench in all tbe 
ndgbborbood. 

** Look here, eefior 1 ** died Jesds, snddenly rudiing 
toward a policeman who was loitering in the shade of 
a bodega. ** Dont you have any parks or Alamedas 
in this val de pefias of yours? You call this a 
city I - 

** Sefior," replied tbe officer in tbe most apologetic 
of voices, ** we are not a rich city, and the rain so sel- 
dom falls in La Mandia, I am very sorry," and 
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touching a finger respectfully to his cap, he strolled 
slowly on. 

Though the Btm was low it was still wiltingly hot 
in the stony streets. Jesiis, as I knew, was penniless. 
I suggested therefore that I would willingly pay the 
score of two for the privilege of retreating to the 
coolness of a wineshop. 

** Bueno ! ** cried the Serilliaii. " The wine of 
Valdepeftas is without equal, and of the dieapest — 
if you know where to buy. Vilmonos, hombre ■ " 

He led the way down the stieet and by some Cas- 
tilian instinct into a tiny underground shop that was 
ostensibly given over to the sale of charcoal. The 
smudged old keeper motioned us to the short rickety 
bench on which he had been dreaming away the after- 
noon and, descending still lower by a dark hole in the 
floor, soon set before us a brown glazed pitcher hold- 
ing a guarto — about a quart — of wine, for which 
I paid him approximately three and a half cents. 

In all western Europe I have drunk the common 
table wine in whatever quantity it has pleased me, and 
suffered from it always the same effect as from so 
much clear water. It may be thai the long tramp 
under a scorching sun and the distance from my last 
meal-place altered conditions. Certainly there was 
no need of the seller's assurance that this was genuine 
** valdepeflas ** and that what had been sold us else- 
where as such was atrociously adulterated. Before 
tiic pitcher was half empty, I noted with wonder that 
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I was taking «& extraordinary interest in the old 
man's phillipic against the government and its ex- 
wHaitant tax on vine. Jestis, too, grew in animation, 
and when the suhterronean Demosthenes ended with a 
thundering, " Sf, sefiorea ! If it wasnt for the cursed 
government you and I could diink just such wine as 
this pure valdepefias anywhere as if it was water 1" 
I was startled to hear us both applaud loud and long. 
A scant f our-«ent8* worth had seemed so parsimonious 
a tieat for two full-thirsted men that I had intended 
to order in due time a second pitchea^uL But this 
strange mirth seemed worthy of iovestigation. I 
sipped the lart of my portion and made no movement 
to suggest ft replenishing. A few minutes later the 
old man had bade us go with the Almighty, and we 
were strolling away arm in arm. 

The sun was setting when we reached the plasa. 
We sat down on the cathedral steps. The SeviUion 
had suddenly an imaccountoble desire to sing. He 
struck up one of the Moorish-descended ballads of 
his native city. To my increasing astonishment I 
found myself joining in. Not only that, but for 
the first and last time of my existence I caught the 
real Andalusian rhythm. An appreciative audience 
of urchins gathered. Then the sacristan stepped out 
and politely invited us to choose some other stage. 

Across the square was a casa de comidos. We en- 
tered and ordered dinner. The sefiora served us 
about one-third of what the hill-of-fore promised* 
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and demanded full price — something that had never 
before happened in all my Spanish experienoe. I 
protested vociferously — another wholly unprece- 
dented proceeding. The policeman who had apolo- 
gised for the absence of parks sauntered in, and I 
laid the case before him. The sefiora restated it still 
more noisily. I declared I would not pay more than 
one peseta. The lady took oath that I would pay 
two. The policeman requested me to comply with 
her demand. I refused to the extent of commanding 
him to take his hand off the hilt of his sword. He 
apologized and suggested that we split the difference. 
This seemed reasonable. I paid it, and we left- 
Dark night had settled down. We marched aim- 
lessty away into it. Somewhere G^paro fell in wiUi 
us. Somewhere else, on the edge of the city, we 
came upon a heap of bri^t dean straw on a thresh- 
ing floor, and fell asleep. 
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ON THE KOAS IN IJL, lUMCHA. 

IT waa Sunday monim^, the market day of Val- 
depeflaB, when I returned alone to stock my 
knapsack. The plaza that had been so deserted and 
peaceful the evening before was packed from casa de 
comidas to cathedral steps with canvas booths is 
which the peasants of the encircling country wer« 
selling all the products of La Moncho, and among 
which circnlated all the honaewiTes of Valdepeflas, 
basket on arm. The women of the smaller cities of 
Spain cling stontlj to their local costumes, aping 
not in the least the world of fashion. These of Val- 
depeflas were strikingly different from the Anda> 
huions, considering how slight the distance that sep- 
arates them from that province. They were ahnost 
German in their slowness, with hardly a suggestion 
of " sal " ; a solemn, bronze-tanned multitude who^ 
parting their hair in the middle and combing it tight 
and smooth, much resembled Indian squaws. 

Frum the northern edge of the city the highway 
ran straight aa the flight of a crow to where it was 
lost in a flat, colorless horizon. The land was arti- 
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fidaDj irrigated. The fint place I atoppecl for wa- 
ter was a field in whidi an old man was driving round 
and round a blind-folded burro hitched to a norio, 
a water-whed that was an exact replica of the Egyp- 
tian fokba, even to ita squawk, jars of Andtlgar being 
tied to the endless chain with leather thongs. The 
mao, too, bad that dreamy, listless air of the Egyp- 
tian feUdh; had I bad a kodak to turn upon him I 
should have expected him to run after me crying for 
*' backsheesh.** 

Ahead stretched long vistas of low vineyards. The 
only buildings along the way were an occasional bare 
nnifoTm stone dwelling of a peon cammero, or gov- 
ernment road-tender. At on« of these I halted to 
quench my thirst, and the occupant, smoking in Sab* 
bath ease before it, instantly pronounced me a 
** norte ainericano." I showed my astonishment, for 
hardly once before in the peninsula had I been taken 
for other than a Frenchman, or a Spaniard from 
some cfietant province. 

The peon's unusual persjncacitj was soon ex- 
})Iained; he had been a soldier in Cuba during the 
Spanish-American War. I readily led him into 
reminiscences. Throughout the war, he stated, he 
had fought like a hero, not because he was of that 
rare breed but because every member of the troop 
had been filled with the belief that once captured by 
** los yanquia ** he would be hanged on the spot. 
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**And are 70U etill of the opinion? ** I aaked. 

** Qu£ baifoaridad ! " he laughed. " I was taken 
at Santiago and carried a prisoner to your countrj. 
What a people I A whole meal at breakfast! W« 
lived as serer before, or since. 

" You were quite right, vosotros, to take the is- 
land. I do not blame you. It was competici6n, just 
competition, like two shop-keepers in the aty. I am 
glad the miserable government lost their Cuba." 

So often did I hear exactly this view from Span- 
iards of the laboring class that it may be considered 
typical of their attitude toward the late disagreement. 
The strange question has often been asked whether 
it is safe so soon after the war for a North American 
to travel alone in the interior of Spain. For answer 
we have only to ask ourselves whether a Spaniard 
traveling alone in the interior of the United States 
would be in any imminent danger of having his 
throat cut — evrai had we been defeated. In Spain 
there is vastly less, for not only is the Spaniard 
quicker to forgive and far less belligerent than he 
is ccHnmonly fancied, but there exists in the penin- 
sula not one-tenth the rowdyism and hoodlum ** patri- 
otism ** of our own country, 

I stayed long and left with difficulty. Gre- 
garious is man, and on Sunday, when all the world 
about him is at rest, even the pedestrian Bnds it hard 
to exert himself. A league beyond I came upon 
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the Serillians lolling in tiie shadow of another u»- 
lat«d peon dwelling in what Beemed once to have been 
« Tillage. 

J«8tb in his eleren-daj beard hailed me from afar ; 
moreover, the Sundaj languor was still apon me. I 
stretf^ed out with them in the shade of the building, 
but the flies prerented us from sleeping. We crawled 
into a peasant's cart under the shed — but the flies 
quicUj foond us out. We crossed the road to the 
Toin of a church, split almost exacUj through the 
middle of tower and all, and one side fallen. Within 
it was a grassj comer where the son never fell, and 
even a bit of breeze fanned us. But the flies had 
made this their Spanish headquarters. We decided 
to go on. 

In that only were we unanimous, for the Sevillians 
wished to follow the railroad, a furlong away, and I 
the carretera. I had all but won them ovtf when m 
freight train labored by. 

** Ay ! Ay t Los toros ! " shouted the two in 
chorus. 

** Where? ** I asked, seeing no suc^ JiTiimylii in 
sight 

"En las jaulas, hombre! In the cages!** cried 
Jes^, pointing to a flat-car on which, set close to- 
gether, were six tightly-dosed boxes each just large 
enough to hold a buIL 

"We go by the railroad!" shouted Gibparo, de- 
cisivdy. " Alma de Dios 1 Who knows but we may 
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be able to Iiide ourselves on a train that is carrying 
ioros to the cdrrida!" 

We separated, therefore, and struck northvard, 
though we marched side by side within hailing dis- 
tance until we were all three swallowed up in the citj 
of Manzanarea. 

The bare-faced, truly Manchegan town was half- 
deserted, though the reason therefor was not hard to 
guess, for the bullring in the outskirts was bowling 
as I passed. For all its size the place did not seem 
to boast an eating-house of any description. At last 
I lialted before an old man seated in a shaded comer 
of the plasa, to inquire; 

** Seflor, what does a stranger in your town do 
what be would eat? ** 

** Vaya, sefior I " be nplied, with the placid delib- 
eration of age, and pointing with bis cane to the 
shops that bordered tbe square. ** He buys a perrito 
of Iwead in the bakery there, dos perros of bam in 
tbe butchery beyond, fruit of tbe market-woman — ** 

** And eats it where? ** I interrupted. 

**Hijo de mi almai" responded the patriardi 
with extrane slowness and almost a touch of sarcaani 
in his Toice. " Here is tbe broad plaza, all but 
empty. In all that is tbere not room to sit down 
and eat?** 

I continued my quest and entered two posadas. 
But for tbe <mly time during the summer the pKH 
prieton demandsd my ciAda permnaL. I explained 
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that Americans are not supplied with these govtro' 
ment licenses to live, and showed instead my passport. 
Both landlords protested that it was not in Spanish 
and refused to admit me. One might have fancied 
one*s self in Germany. It was some time after dark 
that I was directed to a private boarding-house that 
almost rewarded my long search. For the supper 
set before me was equal to a five-course repast in the 
Casa Robledo of Granada, and for the first time since 
leaving Seville I slept in a bed, and not in my clothes. 

In the morning an absolutely straight road lay 
before me across a land treeless but for a few stunted 
shrubs, a face of desolation and aridity and solitude 
as of Asia Minor. From the eastward swept a hot, 
dry wind across the balced plains of La Mancha that 
recalled all too forcibly the derivation of its naue 
from the Arabic manaa — a moistureless land. 

At fifteen kilometers the hij^way swerved sli^tly 
and lost from view for the first time the iomiensfl 
cathedral of Manzanares behind. On either hand, 
Miiles visible in every direction, huddled stone towns 
on bare hillsides and in rocky vales, each inconspic- 
uous but for its vast overtowering church. ** Si la 
demeure des hommes est pauvre, celle de Dieu est 
riche," charges colorful Gautier; which, if the churdi 
of Spain is truly the " demeure de Dieu," is sternly 
true. City, town, village, hamlet, a church always 
bulks vast above it like a hen among her chicks — 
rather like some violent overpowering tyrant with ■ 
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dab. To the right of the turn one might, bat for 
a ali^t rise of ground, have espied a bare tvehe 
kilometen airay immortal Argamasilla itself. 

During the day there developed a hole in mj shoe» 
through a sole of those very ** custont-made ** ox- 
fords warranted bj all the eloquent Broadway sales- 
man held sacred — whatever that may have beat 
— to endure at least six months of the hardest pos- 
sible wear. Band and pebbles drifted in, as sand 
and pebbles will the world orer under such circum- 
stances, and for some days to come walking was not 
of the smoothest. 

!Almoat exactly at noonday I caught sight of the 
first windmills of La Mancha, three of them slowly 
toiling together on a earring hillside, too distinctly, 
visible at this hour to be mistaken by the most n>* 
mance-mad for ^ants. lie few peasants I fell in 
with now and then were a more placid, somber people 
than the AnAiln* and, as is conunonly the case in 
villages reached by no railway, more courteous to 
the roadster than their fellows more directly in touch 
with the wide world. 

It was that hour when the sun halts lingering 
above the edge of the earth, as if loath to leave it, 
that I entered the noiseless little hamlet of Puerto 
L^piche. It contained no public hostelry, but the 
woman who kept its single shop cooked me a supper, 
chiefly of fried eggs, which I ate sitting on a stool 
before (he building. The fried eggs of Spain t 
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WIia«iii their prepuKiioii Offers from that in ottier 
lands I know not, bat he who hu nerer eaten them 
after a long day's tramp cannot puas to wbaA, £pi- 
cnrean heights fried c^gs maj rise. How, knowing 
of themj cou]d Sancho have named cow-hed for bis 
draice? 

lie erening was of that soft and gentle texture 
that invites openly to a night out-of-doors. On the 
edge of the opoi country beyond, too, was a thresh- 
ing-floor heaped with new straw that would certainly 
IwTe been my choice, had not the Tillage guardia 
been watching my every movement from across the 
way. When I had returned the porcelain frying- 
pan to its owner, I strolled boldly across to the offi- 
cer and inqnired for a lodging. 

** With regret, se&or," he replied, railing his hat 
and offering me the stool on which he had beoi 
seated, ** I am forced to say that we are a small vfl- 
lage so rarely honored by the presence of faravders 
that we have no pnbHc boose. But — ^ he hesitatect 
a moment, ihea went on **— the weather is Hue, 
seflor; the night is warm, the pure air hurts no one; 
why do jou not make your bed on the soft, clean straw 
of tlie threshing-floor yonder? ** 

** Caballero," I responded, with my most Spanish 
salute, " a thousand thanks — and may yoiu grace 
remain with God.*' 

For the flirt time during my joomcj the beat was 
tempered next morning, tfaong^ by no means ronteC^ 
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fcj a sli^tlj 0Terca«t aVy. The wind coDtiniied. 
The highway led on through a seared brown country, 
for the most part a lilent, smokeless, unpeopled land. 
The windmills of La Mancha were numerous now 
on either hand as the road sank slowlj down to a gap 
in the low, gaunt mountains of Ciudad ReaL At 
last it reached them and, picking its way through 
the narrow pass of I.£piche, strode off again across 
a still hotter, drier region, unmitigated even by the 
wind, which had stopped short at the mountain bar- 
ner — a land flowing not even with ditchrwater. I 
halted bnt briefly at the large village of Madridejos, 
peopled by a slow, dreamy-eyed, yet toil-calloused 
peasantry, as if their worid of fancy and the hard 
stony life of reality nerer quite joined hands. 

Hot, thirsty and hungry, I came in mid-af temoon 
to an isolated ramshackle venta in a rocky wilder- 
ness. An enormous shaggy man of a zoological cast 
of countenance, and a male-limbed girl were harness- 
ing mnles in the yard. Ko other living thing showed 
itself. I offered a peseta for food. The man glared 
at me for a time in silence, then growled that be 
sold nothing, but that I should find a posada not far 
beyond. He was evidently the champion prevari- 
cator of that region, for not the suggestion of a hovel 
appeared during the rest of the afternoon. But h« 
would be a fellow with Sancho indeed, who could not 
overrule a few hour's appetite in thinking of higher 
things, and no fit traveler in this hard, toilsome land 
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vhere ovenAting is not numbered among th* 
▼icei. 

The setting of the son was po^ps an hour off 
whtsn the highwaji swinging a bit to the left and 
surmounting a barren, rocky ridge, laid suddenly be- 
fore me an enthralling prospect. Below, far down 
on a distinctly lower level, a flat, ruffled country still 
misty with rising waves of heat, stretched away to 
the uttennost endless distance. The whole, glinting 
in the oblique rays of the setting sun, was scored in 
erery direction with dull rock villages huddled com- 
pactly together, while on every hand, like signal fires 
on a western prairie, rose from a htmdred thresfaing- 
flooTB columns of chaff straight and slender into the 
motionless air to an incredible height before break- 
ing up. rnie road descended with decision, yet in 
no unseemly haste and, marching for an hour across 
a country traveled only by an occasional donkey 
loaded with chopped straw, led me at nightfall into 
fbe scene of Sancho*s labors in the wheat-piles — • 
the village of Tembleque, 

In its immense fonda, but for the underground 
stables one single, vast, cobble-paved room, a vacant- 
eyed old man, a girl, and a leviathan of a woman sat 
among the carts, wine-casks, and heaps of harnesses, 
the latter knitting. In strictest Castilian the estab- 
lishment was no fonda, but a parador, from parar, 
to stop ; and certainly it could not with honesty have 
laid claim to any more inviting name, for assuredly 
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DO man in his aenaes would have dreamed of choosing 
it as a Mtaying-iplace. When I asked if lodging was 
to be had, the woman rephed with a caustic sneer that 
she had always been able thus far to accommodate ao^ 
who were able and willing to pay. 

** And can one also get supper? " I inquired timor- 
ously. 

" How on earth do I know? " snapped the woman. 

I stared with a puzzled air at the old man and he 
in like maaner at the knitter, who turned out to be 
Ilia wife, espoused in budding maidenhood when bis 
march in life had well begun. 

** How can I cook him siq^wr if be has n<Hie with 
him? ** snarled the no longer maidenly. 

" Er — what have yoa brou^t to eat? ** asked tha 
preadamite in s quavering voice. 

** Nothing to be sure. What is a fonda for? " 

** Ah, then how can la sefiora mfa get you supper? 
Over the way is the butcher, beyond, the gre^i-groceT) 
further still the panadero— ** 

I returned some time later with meat, bread, po- 
tatoes, garbonzos, and a variety of vegetables, sup- 
plied with which the sefiora duly prepared me a sup- 
per — by sitting tight in her ch«ir and issuing a 
voUey of commands to Uie girl and the old man. For 
tiiia service she demanded two ** fat dogs," and col* 
lected at the same time an equal amount for my lodg- 
ing. 

When I had eaten, th« mistress of the hous* 



,,;. Google 



IM FODB MONTHS APOOT IN SPAIN 

jmimbled a word to the dotard. He li£^t«d iriUi 
trembling hand a sort of miner's lamp and led the 
waj downward into the fubterranean stable and for 
what seemed little short of a half-mile through great 
stone vaults mustj witii time, close bj the cruppers 
of an armj of mules and biimn. Op^iing at last a 
door some three feet square and as manj above the 
Aoor, he motioned to me to climb through it into a 
bin filled with chaff. This was to all appearances 
dean, jet I hesitated. For in these endless vaults 
to which the outer air seemed not to have penetrated 
for a centurj, it was cold as a November evening. 
'I glanced at the old man in protesL He blinked hack 
at me, shook his ever^ualdng head a bit more 
forcibly, and turning, shuffled away throu^ the re- 
sounding cavern, the tordi casting at first weirdy 
dancing shadows behind his wavering legs, then 
gradually dying out entirely. I stood in blackest 
darkness, tmdedded. Before, however, the last fust 
Bound of his going had wboUy passed away, the 
scrape of the veteran's faltering feet grew louder 
again and in another moment be reappeared, clutch- 
ing under one thin arm a heavy blanket. When I 
had taken it, he put a finger to his lips, cast )us 
sunken eyes about him, whispered ** sh ! " with a 
labored wink, and tottered once more away. I 
dimbed into the bin and slept soundly until the curs- 
ing of arrieros harnessing their mules aroused mb 
•hortiy before dawn. 
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THE TBAIIr OT THX P&IEST 

THE people of Tembleque had been just cerUiB 
enough that none but an arriero could follov 
the intricate route thither, and that no man could 
cover the distance on foot in one daj, to cause me to 
awaken determined to leave the Madrid highway and 
strike croBB-countrj to Toledo. The first stage of 
the joumej was the road to the village of Mora, 
which I was long in finding because at its entrance 
to — which chanced also to be its exit from — Tem- 
bleque it split up like an unravded shoe-string. I 
got beyond the loose ends «t last, however, and act a 
sharp pace — even though the hole in mj shoe had 
enlarged to the size of a peseta — across a scarred 
and weather-beaten landscape that seemed constantly 
reminding how aged is the world. 

Twentj-fouT kilometers brought me to Mora, a 
sturdj town of countrymen, in time for an early and 
stinted dinner and inquiries which led me off is a 
new direction up a steadily mounting region to Mas- 
cargne. There, at a still different point of the com- 
pass, a ruined castle on a hilltop t^ kilometers awijr 
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wu pointed out to me as the landmark of El Mona* 
cail ; to which Tillage a rugged and sterile road clam- 
bered over a country hunch-backed with hills. It was 
siesta-time when I arriTed, the sun scordiing hot, a 
burning wind sweeping amoog the patched and mis- 
shapen hovels that made up the place. There were 
no inhabitants abroad^ which argued their good 
sense ; but in the shadow of the only public building 
a trio of soldiers were playing at cards. They leered 
at me for some time when I made inquiry, then bunt 
out in derisive lau^ter. 

** Claro, hombre t ** answered one of them sarcastic- 
ally. "You can walk to Toledo la Santa if you 
know enough to follow a cow-path." 

I stumbled into it just beyond, a cow-path indeed, 
though too little used to be clearly marked* and 
meandering in and out with it for twenty kilometers 
through rocky barrancat and across sandy patches* 
gained as the day was nearing its close the wind" 
bitten Tillage of Nambroca. A few miles more 
throu^ a still greater chaos of rocks and I came oat 
unexpectedly on the crest of a jagged promontory 
that brought me to a sudden halt before one of the 
most fascinating panoramas in all Spain. 

A still higher rise cutting off tbe foreground, theia 
began a few miles beytmd, the vast, wrinkled, verdure- 
kss plateau of Castile, rolling away and upward like 
an enormous tilted profile-map of the world, sea-blue 
with (fistanee and heat rays, all details blended to* 
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getber into m. indistinctness that left only an tm- 
dirided impnuion like a Wbistlerion punting. 
I puiKed forward and at the top of the next ridg« 
gasped aloud with new wonder. From this nmunit 
the world fen pell-mell away at my feet into a hot- 
tomlcM gorge ; and beyond, two or three miles away, 
the culminating point in a tumultnous landscape of 
raTinei, gulleys and precipitous chasms, sat an 
Oriental city, <Jose-packed and isolated in its rocky 
solitude, the aim's last rays casting over its domes 
and minaret-like spires a flood of color that seemed 
suddenly and bodily to transport the beholder into 
the very heart of Asia. My goal was won; before 
ve lay the ancient capital of the Goths, history-riii 
Toledo. 

I sat down on the crest of the precipice overhang- 
ing the Tajo, almost beneath the enormous iron cross 
■et in a rock to mark Toledo as the religious center 
of Spain, and remained watching the dty across the 
gulf, full certain that whatever offered within its 
walls could in no degree equal the view from this 
facing hilltop. Richly indeed did this one sight of 
her reward the long day's tramp across the chok- 
ing hills, even had there not been a pleasure in the 
walk itself ; and upon me fell a great pity for those 
that come to her by railroad in the glare of day and 
the shelter of humanity. 

As I sat, and the scene was melting away into the 
idescending night, a voice sounded behind me and a 
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Tagged, Blouching aon of fortune proffered the Ae> 
coBtomed greeting and, rolling a cigmrettCt eat down 
at 107 side. He was a ** diild nf Toledo/' and of his 
native city we fell to talking. At length he raised 
his flabby fist and, shaking it at the twinkling li£^t» 
across the Tajo, cried out: 

" O Toledo, my city ! Gaunt, sunken-beUied 
Toledo, bound to your rock and devoured by the vul- 
ture horde of bloated churchmen while your children 
are starving! 

" Seflor," he continued, suddenly returning to a 
conversational tone, " let me show you but one of a 
thousand iniquities of these frailuchog." 

He rose and led the way a httle further along the 
path I had been following, halting at the edge of a 
yawning hole in the rocks, like a bottomless well, the 
existence of which I was thankful to have learned be- 
fore I continued my way. 

** Sefior,** he said, " no man can tell how many 
have died here, for it lies, as you see, in the very 
center of the trail over these hills. For a hun- 
dred years, as my grandfather has known, it has 
stood so. But do you think yon cursed priests would 
spend a perrito of their Uood-sweated booty to 
cover it ? " 

It was black night when I picked my way down 
into the valley of the Tajo and, crossing the Aikin- 
tara bridge, climbed painfully upstairs into Toledo. 
Even within, the Oriiental impression was not lost. 
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fhongh the CMtQian tongue sounded on ereiy ude. 
With each step forward came aome new sign to le- 
caD that for half the past eight hundred yean Toledo 
iraB an Arab-ruled and Arabic-speaking city. TbxsM 
H ii still her Eastern fashion to conceal her wealth l^ 
building her houses inwardly, leaving for publie 
thorou^jfore Uie narrow, haphaiard passageways be- 
twe^i them, and ^ving to the arriving stranger the 
sensatioD of wandering tbrouf^ a haughty crowd of 
which each coldly turns his back. 

Her medley of streets was such as one might find 
in removing the top of an ant-hill, an ant-hill in 
which modem improvements have made little prog- 
ress; her pavements of round, century-polished cob- 
ble-atones, glinting in the weak light of an occasional 
atreet-lamp, were painful indeed to blistered feet^ 
Ugly and bam>like outwardly, like the ABuunbra, hen 
houses frequently resemble that ancient palace, too, 
in that they are rich with decoration and comfort 
within. It was an hour or more before I was directed 
to a casa de hu^spedes in the calle de la Lechuga, or 
Lettuce street, a gloomy crack between two rows of 
buildings. The house itself was such as only a man 
of courage would have entered by night in any other 
city. I ventured in, however, and found the family 
out-of-doors — lolling in the flower and palm-grown 
patio beneath the star-riddled sky, the canvas that 
formed the roof by day being drawn back. Even the 
well was in the patio, on which <^>ened, like Uie others. 
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the room to which I was astigned, presentuig toward 
the street a blank, wiadowleu walL 

It was late the next forenoon before I had slept the 
forfy hot and rocky miles out of mj legs and sallied 
forth to visit a shoemaker. As be lived only two 
streets awaj, it was mj good fortune to find turn in 
less than an hour, and as Toledo is the last city in the 
worid in which a man would care to run about in his 
aoeks, I sat on a stool beside bis workbench for some- 
thing over three hours. His home and shop consisted 
of one cavernous room; his famil;, of a wife who 
sewed so incessantly that one might easily have 
fancied her run by machinery, and of a daughter of 
■ix who devised more amusement with a few scraps 
of leather than many another might with all the toys 
of Ntimberg. Tlie shoemaker was of that old-fash- 
ioned tribe of careful woricmen, taking pride in tiieir 
labor, whom it is always a joy to meet — though not 
always to sit wuting for. He, too, hinted at the 
misery of life in Toledo, but unlike the specter of the 
night before, did not lay the blame for the sunken 
condition of bis city on the ** frailuchos," charging 
it rather to the well-known perverseness of fate, 
either because he was of an orthodox turn of mind 
or because his wife sat close at hand. When be had 
finished, having sewed soles and nailed heels on my 
shoes that were to endure until Spain was left behind* 
he collected a sum barely equal to forty cents. 

Li striking contrast to him — indeed, the two well 
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iDustrated the two types of workmen the world 
harbon — was the barber who performed the next 
service. He was a moontain of sloth who rose with 
almost a growl at being disturbed and, his mind else- 
where, listlesslj proceeded to the task before him. 
Though he was over forty and knew no other trade, 
he had not learned even this one, but haggled and 
clawed as that breed of man will who drifts throu^ 
life without training himself to do anything. The 
reflective wanderer comes more and more to respect 
only the man, be he merely a street-sweeper, who does 
his life's work honestly ; the *' four-flusher " is ever 
a source of nausea and a lowerer of the tone of life, 
be he the president of a nation. 

While I suffered, a priest dropped in to have hia 
tonsure renovated and gloriously outdid in the scrof- 
ulousness of '..a anecdotes not only this clumsy 
twidder of the helmet of Mambrino, but exposed poor 
timorous Boccaccio for a prude and a Quaker. 

Packed away down in a hollow of the congested 
city is that famous cathedral sumamed " la Rica." 
** The Rich **— it would be nearer justice to dub her 
the Midian, the Ostentatious, for she is so overbur- 
dened and top-heavy with wealth that one experience* 
at sight of her a feeling almost of disgust, as for 
a woman garish with jewelry. We of the United 
States must see> to conceive what shiploads of riches 
are heaped up within the churches of Spain by the 
superstiti<xu of her people and the rapacity of her 
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prieits, who, diMOTcriiijf the imponibility of ^a,yiag 
xtp their booty b«Te«ft«r, oj^ree with many grottna t« 
■tack it here. 

" llie Spanish church,** ohserres Gautier, ** is 
scarcely any longer frequented except by tourists, 
mendicants, and horrible old women." If one choose 
the ri^t hour of the afternoon even these vexationa 
are chiefly absent, entirely, perhaps, but for a poor 
old crone or two kneeling before some mammoth doll 
tricked out to represent the Virgin and bowing down 
now and then in true Mohammedan fariiion to kiss 
the stone flagging. The Iberian traveler must visit 
the cathedrals of the peninsula, not merely because 
they offer the only cool retreat on a sununer day, but 
because they are the museums of Spain's art and 
history. But even the splendor of the setting sun 
through her marvelous stained-glass windows cannot 
overcome the oppressiveness of ** la Rica.** 

As he stands before the wondrous paintings that 
enrich the great religious edifices of Spain, the mat- 
ter-of-fact American of to-day is not unlikely to be 
assailed by other thoughts than the pure esthetic. 
There comes, perhaps, the reflection of how false is 
that oft-repeated assertion that the world's truly great 
artists exercised their genius solely for pure artV 
sake. Would they then have prostituted their years 
on earth to tickling the vanity of their patrons, in 
depicting the wife of some rich candle-maker walk- 
ing arm in arm with the N&zarene on the Mount of 
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Ofivcs* or the abmrdi^ of picturing Saint Fulsno, 
who vas fed to RtHnan lions in A. D. SOO, strolling 
throo^ a SeviUian garden with the infant Jems in 
his aimi and a heavenly ami^ on his countenance? 
How much greater treasures might we have to-daj 
had they thrown off the double joke of contempo- 
raneons sopentitioiis and serrilitj to wealth and 
painted, for example, the real Mary as in their cre- 
■tire toals they saw her, the simple Jewish housewife 
amid her plain Syrian Burroundings. btstead of 
iriiich they have set aa canvas and ask us to accept ai 
their real conception voluptuous-faced " Virj^ns ** 
who were certainly painted from models of a vwy dif- 
ferent type, and into whose likeness in spite of the 
painter's skill has crept a hint that the poser** 
thou^ts daring the sitting were much less on her 
assumed motherhood of a deity than aa the coming 
evening's amours. 

Horror, too, stands boldly forth in Spanish point* 
ing. The Spaniard is, incongruously enough, k 
realist of the first water. He will see things ma>- 
teriaUy, graphically; the bullfight is his great de* 
li^t, not the pretended reali^ of the theater* 
Centuries of fitting the infidel, centuries of courts 
ing self-sacrifice in slaying heretics, the reaction 
against the sensuous gentleness of the Moor, have all 
combined to make his Christianity fervid, savage, 
■anguinary. Yielding to which characteristic of his 
fdlow-conntrynen, or tainted with it himself, nwajr 
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a Spanish artist seems to bave gloried in depicting 
ia an gruesome detail martjrs undergoing torture, 
limbs and breasts lopped off and lying bleeding dose 
at hand, unshaven torturers wielding their dripping; 
knives vrith fiendish merriment. These horrors, too, 
are set up in public places of vorship, where little 
diildren come dail;, and even men on occasion. It 
is strange, indeed, if childhood's proneness to imita- 
tion does not make the playground frequently the 
•cene of similar martyrdoms. How much better to 
treat the tota to a daily visit to the morgue, where 
what they see would at least be true to nature — and 
far lees repulsive. 

There ate other *• sights** in Toledo than the 
cathedral for him who is successful in running them 
down in her jungle of streets. Each such chase is 
certain sooner or later to bring him out into the 
Zocodover, that disheveled central plaza in which the 
sunbeams fall like a shower of arrows. The inferno 
into which he seems plunged unwarned chokes at 
once the rambler's grumble at the intricacies of the 
city and brings him instead to mumble praises of tbe 
lArabs, who had the good sense so to build that the 
son with his best endeavors rarely gets a peep into the 
depth of the pavement ; and the time is short indeed 
before he dives back into the relief of one of the radi- 
ating caUes. 

As often as I crossed the ** Zoco ** my eyes were 
Brawn to a ragged fellow of my own age, with a six- 
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inch stomp for one leg, lollmg pnme on the diit-car- 
peted earth in m corner of the square, mumbling from 
time to time over his cigarette : 

** Una limosnita, sefiores ; qu£ Dios se lo pagar^^** 
miere waj in his face eridence that he had been 
bom with full; average gifts, perhaps special tal- 
ents ; and a sensation of sadness mingled with anger 
came upon me with the reflecti<Hi that through all the 
yean I had been living and learning and journeying 
to and fro upon the earth, this hapless fellow-mortal 
hod been squatting in the dust of Toledo's Zocodover, 
droning the national lamentation: 

** A little fthns, sefiores, and may God repay jou." 
Just another was he of her thousands of sona 
that Spain has wantonly let go to waste, until even 
at this early age he had sunk to a lump of living hu- 
man carrion that all the powen of earth or from 
Elsewhere could not ronake into the semblance of a 
man. 

Try though one may, one cannot escape the con- 
viction that the fat of Toledo goes to the priest- 
hood, both physically and figuratively. High or low, 
the churchmen that overrun the place have all a sleek, 
contented air and on their cynical, sordid faces an 
all too plain proof of addiction to the flesh pots; 
while the layman has always a hungry look, not quite 
always of animal hunger for food, but at least for 
those things that stand next above. Nowhere caa 
one efcape the cloth. Every half -hour one is sure to 
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nm acTOM at leatt a bishop tottering under a f or- 
tune'i-worth of nbes and attended by a bodyguard 
of acolytes, pausing now and again to shed liia puta- 
tive blessing on some derout passer-by. Of lesser 
dignitaries, of covled monks and religious mendi- 
cants there is no lack* while with the common «: 
gardoi Tariety of priest, a cigarette banging from a 
comer of his mouth, his shovel hat set at a rakish 
angle, his black gown swinging with the jauntiness 
of a stage Mepl^stopheles, ogling the girls in street 
or promenade, the city swarms. Distressingly close 
is the resemblance of these latter to those creatures 
one may ifind loitering about the stage-door toward 
the tenoination of a musical comedy. 

I sat cme afternoon on a bench of that broken 
promenade that partly surrounds Toledo hij^ above 
the Tajo, watching the sun set across tiie western 
vega, when my thoughts were suddenly snatched back 
through fully a thousand years of time by the six- 
o*clock whistle of the Fabrica de Armas bdow. 
When my astonishment hod died away, there came 
over me the recollection that not once before in all 
Spain had I heard that sound, a factory whistle. 
Agreeable as that absence of sibilant discord is to 
the wanderer's soul, I could not but wonder whether 
just there is not the outward mark of one of the chief 
reasons why the Spain of to-day straggles where she 
does in the procession of nations. 

I descended one aftemocm from Lettuce street to 
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tbe 8B>d-cI<mded station on tlie pUin and spent the 
fiiwiiing migbt in Anuiju^x, a modem checkcs-board 
dtj planted irith exotic ebna and royal palaces. It 
irat again afternoon before I tamed out into fha 
broad hi^waj that, eroning the Tajo, strock otF 
with business-like £rectnc8S across a rega fertile 
vHh wheat. Before long it swung sharply to tbe 
ti^t and, laboring up the scarfed face of a cliff, 
gained the great central tabldand of Castilla Xuera^ 
then stalked away acrosa a weird and solemn land- 
scape as drear and desolate as the hills of Judea. 

Tha crabbed lillage that I fell upon at dusk f ur- 
ni^ied me bread and wine, but no lod^ng. I plodded 
on, trusting soon to find a more hospitable hamlet. 
But the desolation increased with the ni^t; neither 
man nor habitation appeared. Toward eleven I gave 
up the search and, stepping off the edge of the high- 
way, found a bit of space unencumbered with rocks 
and lay down until the dawn. 

The sun rose murky. In twenty kilometers tbe 
deserted carretera passed only two squalid wine- 
shops. Then rounding in mid-moming a alight emi- 
nence, it presoited suddenly to my eyes a smoky, in- 
distinct, yet vast city stretching on a higher plane 
half across the desolate horizon. It was Madrid. 
I tramped hours longer, so uncertainly did the- 
highway wander to and fro seeking an entrance,. 
but came at last into a miserable outskirt vil' 
lage and tossed away the stick that had borne my- 
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kn&pMdE Bince the day I had fuhioBcd that ocnh 
vcnie&ee in the wnitfaam foothill* of Andalmia. 
Tto lieiimrdied street Aroba, pooneing upon H 
altnofft as it fell — so extraordinarj a curiosity was 
it in this nnwooded region — waged pitched battle 
until each carried away a half triumphant. I pushed 
«n across the massiTe Puente de Toledo hi^ abore 
the trii^le of water that goes by the name of the 
river Mansanares and, mounting through a city as 
4lifferent from Toledo as Cairo from DamasenSf 
halted at last in the mildly animated Puerta del Sol, 
tile center of ^win aai^ to tlie Spaaiakl, «f tiw 
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KKASows or Taa Tmxxra 

A DAY or two later I irim inatalled for a forfc- 
night io a caaa de hu^^pedes in the calle San 
Bernardo. In such pUces as one plane to remain 
for any length of time there are few cheaper ar- 
rangements for ample fare in all Europe than these 
Spanish " houses of guests." My room, which was 
temporarily on the second-floor front, hut solemnly 
pledged to be soon changed to the third-floor back, 
was all that an unpampered wanderer could have re- 
quired. Breakfast was light ; a cup of chocolate and 
« roll — no self-respecting traveler ventures to 
sample Spanish coffee more than once. But one 
soon grows accustomed and indeed to prefer the 
European abstemiousness at the flrst meaL In com^ 
pensatioD the almusrxo and comida, at twelve and 
seven* were more than abundant, A thick soup, 
not unseldom redolent of garhc, was followed by a 
salad, and that by a paehgro, which is to say an 
entire meal on one platter « — in the caiter a square 
of boiled beef flanked like St. Peter's amid the hills at 
Home by seven varieties of vegetables, tJie garbait 
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mof — bright yellow chickpeas of the size of 
marbles — with the usual disproportion granted that 
robust comestible ia Spain* overtowering not onlj 
every other eminence but carpeting the intervening 
volleys. That despatched, or seriously disfigured, 
there came a second offering fmn the animal world, 
— -a cocido or an oUa podrida, after which the re- 
past descended gradually by fnut, cheese, and ciga^ 
xettes to its termination. Through it all a common 
wine flowed generously. 

Even on Friday this stnrdy good dieer knew no 
abatement. Centuries ago, in the ra^g days of 
the Moor, the faithful of Spun were granted for 
their Catholic zeal and bodily behoof this dispensa- 
sation, that they might nourish their lean frames on 
i^atever it should please Santiago, their patron, to 
bring within bowshot of tlieir home-made crosspieoea. 
The Moor has long since removed his dusky shadow 
from the land,, but the dispensation remains. In- 
deed, there is left scarcely a custom the inobserv- 
ance of which betrays the non-Catholic; or if one 
there be at all general it is this : when he yawns — 
which he is not unwont to do even at table — the 
devout Spaniard mokes over his mouth the sign of 
the cross, to keep the devil from gaining a foothold 
therein — on exorcism that is not always successful. 

There is yet another custom, quite the opposite 
of reli^ous In result at least, which the guest at a 
caaa de hu^apedes must school himself to endure. It- 
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(fom out of the Spaniard's infernal politencH. 
Figure to yourself that jou have just returned fnua 
a iDOTiUDg of tramping through sweltering Madrid 
on the ephemeral breakfast already noted, and sit 
down at table just as a steaming pucbero is served. 
With a melodious and self-sacrificing ** Serve your* 
wdi, te&or" the sddle-pated Spaniard across the 
way pushes the dish to bia neighbor; to which the 
neig^ibor responds by pushing it back again with a 
** No ! Serve yoanelf, seSor,** followed in quid nw 
cession by " No 1 No ! Serve yourself, sdlor; " ** Not 
NoINolsefiorl Serve yourself 1 " "NoINolNol 
Not serve - — " and so on to the end of time, or untxl 
a wrathy Anglo-Saxon, rising in his place, pids tqk 
the source of dispute and establishes order. 

Our household in the caQe San Bernardo consisted 
of a lawyer, a ** man of affairs " — using the lat- 
to word in its widest signification — of two young 
Germans, **Don Hermann" and "Don Bicardo,** 
for some time employed in the city, and of the family 
itself. Of this the hosbaod, a slouching, toothless 
fellow of fifty, and the grandmother were mere 
sapemumeraries. The speaking parts were taken hj 
the wife and daughter, the forma: an enormous, 
unpolished woman with a well-developed mus" 
tacbe and the over-derdoped voice of a stevedore. 
Indeed, a stentorian, grating voice and a habit of 
speaking always at the tiptop of it is one of tbe 
diief afflictions of the Spanish women of the niasaei 
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— and of tb«ir hearers. Is it bj chance due to the 
custom of stadTing and redtiag always alond and 
in chorus during their few years of schooling? Qui&n 
sabeP There was presented during my stay in Ma- 
drid the phiy t or more properly playlet — zarzuela — 
**LeTantar Mueros — Raisbg the Dead"; but I 
dared not go lest it turn out to he a dramatized sew- 
ing circle. 

But it remains to introduce the star member of the 
cost, the centar of that San Bernardo uniTerse around 
which rerolved mother, supemumcrariei, and guests 
like planets in their orbits — the daughter. I fully 
expect to wander many a weary mile before I again 
behold so beautiful a moid — or one that I should 
take more pleasure in being a long way distant from. 
She was sixteoi — which in Spain is post childhood 
• — a glorious, faultless blonde in a land where 
blondes are at high premium, her lips forming what 
the Spaniard calls a **nido de bcsos" — a oest of 
oscillatory dclif^ts — and — But why drirc tha 
impossible task further? Such radiant perfecti<nu 
in human form must be seen at least to be appre- 
ciated. It is sufficient, perhaps, to mention that her 
likeness was on sale in every novelty shop in Madrid 
and found more purchasers than that of Machaquito, 
Xing of the Toreros. In short, a supreme beauty 

— had she been captured early and suitably polished 
instead of remaining ai home with mother until ebe 

_ Iiad acquired motho's vmce, and mother's roughshod 
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muucn, and a aloQiful habit of life that was des- 
tined, alaS) in all probability to end by reproduciiig 
ber mother's balk and mtutat^e. 

Then an two things worth seeing in bowlings 
meeowling, brawling, blistering Madrid — ber out- 
door life and the Frado museum. It was the latter 
that I Tiewed by day, for when relentless August baa 
settled down the capital is not merely hot, it is plu- 
tiHUC, cowering under a dead, sultry heat without the 
relief of a breath of air, a beat that weighs down 
Ukc a leaden blanket and makes Seville seem by ooiO' 
parisoB a northern seaport. A saying as old as its 
foolish foondcr's grave credits the city with threo 
month's innenio and nine months* inflemo, a char- 
acterization that loses much in symmetry, thou^ 
gaining, peohape^ in force by tranalatioa]. It was 
ny fortune to have happened into the place when 
the lowest airde of the latter region was baying its 
inning. 

Wheref on I wait often to the Prado ; and came as 
often away mon physically fatigued than after a 
four-hour watdi in a stokehole, and with my bead . 
in a bewildered whirl that even a long stroll in the 
Buen Retiro only partly reduced. It is like the 
irrationality of man to bring together these thous- 
ands of masterpieces, so close together that not 
one ot thera can produce a tenth of its proper effect. 
Of the pictures in the Prado the seeing alone would 
require two years of continuous work, the attempt t» 
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describe, a lifetime; picfams ronnin^ tlirough aU 
the gmmot of art from the fmdmg of the pre-Ra- 
pbaelites down to Goja, that plain-spcdceii Go;a who 
jMCtm to have stood afar off and throws paint by 
the ba^etful at his canras — with marvelous tc- 
sults. A pandemoniam of paintings, not one of 
irhich but off by itself would bring daily inspiratioa 
to all beholders. It is the toidency of all things to 
crowd together — wealth, art, learning, work, leisure, 
poverty; man's duty to combat this tendmcy by 
working for a sane and equitable distribution. The 
Frado collection would be a treasure, indeed, had 
those who exerted themsdvcs to bring these paintio^ 
together given half that exertion to qireading tiwoi 
onL Then it might be that in a land as rich wiUk 
art as Spain one would not find daidis and beer- 
calendara hung in flie place of honor in the homes 
and fondas of "the masses,** When the good day 
comes that the accumulation of the Frado is dis- 
persed I shall beq>eak as my share the " Borrachoe ** 
or ** Vulcan's Forge ** of sturdy Velazquez, 

Those who are carious may also visit, at ae»- 
flons and with permissions, the unpleasing royal 
palace, about the outer walls of which sleep scores 
of fly-proof vagrants in the shade of half leafless 
trees, and sundry other government buildingB, all of 
which — except tlie vagrants — are duly and fully 
described in the guide-books. Tliere is, too, the daily 
Jfiego dt PdotOf itaporied from the Basque -pm^ 
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iDces, a Knrt of enlarged handball played, in « eUte* 
walled chamber in which the screaming of gamblai 
for bids and their insults to the ^yen know no cea- 
Bation. Wandering aimlessly through her streets, as 
the sojourner in Madrid must who cMinot daily slc^ 
the day through, I found myself often pausing to 
admire the splendid displays in the irindows of h«r 
tailorB. Spain has no wool sdiednle, and as I gazed 
A deep regret came orer me that I coold not alwayi 
be a dweller in Madrid when my garb grows &read- 
bare or a tailor bill falls due. But there was lora 
remedy for such mdancholy. When it grew aeot* 
I had but to turn and note the fittrag of thew 
splendid fabrics on the passer-by, and the sadness 
changed to a wonder that the madrileSo tailor hal 
the audacity to charge at aU for his services. 

So bare and uninviting are her enviions — and she 
has no suburiu — iiiat Madrid never retires out- 
wardly as other dties for her picnics and holidays* 
but crowds more closely together in the Bnen Retiro. 
The congestion is greatest i^ut the Estanqoe 
Grande. Hie largest body of water the normal 
madril^o ever sees is this artificial -pond of about tbe 
area — though not the depth — of a college swim- 
ming-pooL Ob it are marooned a few venerable 
rowboats, for a ride in which most of the residents oi 
Madrid have been politely quarreling .every fair day 
since they readied a quarrelsome age. Small wonder 
dweDeis in the capital cry out in horror at the idea 
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of drinltiDg water. One mi^t u aaodj talk of 
burning wood for fuel. 

Obriouilj no untraveled natir* of ** las Cortea ** 
has more than a vague conception of the sea. In- 
deed, the ignorance on this point is nothing short 
of pathetic^ if one nuj judge from the popular sea 
ttOTd that fell into m; hands during my stay. The 
writer evidently dwelt in the usual hotbox that consti- 
tutes a Madrid lodging and had not the remotest^ 
wildest notioB what thing a sea may be, nor the 
alnlity to tell a mainsail from a missionary's mule. 
But be wa» a clever man — to have concocted such a 
yam and escaped persecution. 

Madrid, however, like all urban Spain, comes 
tiioroughly to life only with the fall of night. Oc- 
eanonally a special celcbratioB carries her populace 
to some strange comer of the city, but the Axed 
rendezvous is the Faaeo de Reooletos, a broader Ala- 
meda where reigns by day an ua-Spaiush opulence 
of shade enjoyed only by the diairs stacked house- 
high beneath the trees. There is nothing hurried 
about the congregating. Dinner leisurdy Cniabed, 
the madrilefio of high or low degree begins to drift 
slowly thither. By nine the public benches are taken ; 
by ten one can and must move only with the throng 
at the accepted pace, or pay a copper to sit in 
haughty state in one of the now nnstacked diairs. 
Toward ten-thirty a military bond straggles in from 
the four points of the compass, finishes its cigarette 
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langoidl; unlimbers its instrumeDts, and sear elerett 
falls to work — ' or play. About the s&me time there 
come vanderin^ through the trees, as if drawn here 
by merest dumce, five threadbare blind men, each 
with a battered violia or horn tucked tenderly under 
one am. During the opening number they listen ab- 
tentively, in silence, after the manner of musicians. 
Then as the official players pause to roll new ciga- 
rettes the sightless ragamuffins take their stand near 
at hand and strike up a music that more than oat 
dty of the western world could do worse than sub- 
sidize. Thereafter melody is incessant ; and with it 
iiie murmur of countless voices, the scrape of leisurely 
feet on the gravel, the cries of the hawkers of all 
that may by any chance be sought, and louder and 
more insistent than all else the baying of newsboys ^ 
aged forty to sixty and of both sexes — '^ El Patit " 
• El Herdldof " " La Cer-r-reipondeneia~a-a^t " 

Midnight I Why, midnight is only late in the 
af tamoon in Madrid. The concert does not end until 
three and half the babies of the city are playing in 
the sand along the Faseo de Recoletos when the musi- 
cians leave. Besides, what else is to be done? Even 
did one feel the slightest desire to turn in there is 
not the remotest possibility of finding one's rooia 
less than a sweatbox. The populace shows little 
inclination to disperse, and though many saunter un- 
wilUngly homeward for form's sake, it is not to 
■leep, for one may still hear chatting and the muffled 
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twang of guitars behind the blinds of the open irin- 
dowB. As for mjself, I drifted cmiinonly after the 
concert into the ^ Circo Americano ^ or a zarzuela, 
ihoagh such entertainmraits demonstrated nothing ex- 
cept how easily the madrileflo is amused. Yet even 
these close early — for Madrid ; and rambling gradu- 
ally into my adopted section, it was usually my for- 
tune to run acrftss a ** friend of the house** — of 
whom more anon — to retire with him to the nearest 
Jutgo Se BHUar, ox bilHard-hall, there to play the 
■i|^t gray-headed. 

The doors of Madrid dose at midnight, and neither 
the madrileflo nor his guests have yet reached that 
■tage of civilization where they can be entmsted witli 
tiwir own latcb-key. But it is easy for all that to 
gain admittance. One has only to halt before one's 
door» chtp one*s hands soundly three or six or nine 
OT fifteen times, bawl in one's most musical and top- 
Bsost voice, ** Ser-r-p-p-r^io ! ** not forgetting to roll 
the r like the whiv of a broken emeiy-wheel, and 
then sit calmly down on the curb and wait. Within 
a half-hour, or an hour at most, the watchman is 
almost sure to appear, rattling with gigantic keys, 
carrying staff and lantern, and greeting the exile 
with all the compliments of the Spanish season, un- 
locks, furnishes him a lighted wax taper, wishes him 
a " good nif^t ** and a long day's sleep, and grace- 
ftilly pockets his tvo-cent fee. 

TheoreticaUy the sereno is supposed to keep order 
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— (^ at least order^. But nothiiig is more notni 
for its abience in Madrid bj night than order, Th* 
sereno of the calle Sao Bernardo shoved great lildng 
for the immediate nei^borhood of our casa da 
hu6>pedefl — after I had been admitted. Bare die 
night — that is, morning — that be did not sit dowa 
beneath m; window — for my promotion to the third- 
floor back was postponed until I left the city — with a 
pair of hackmen or day^bawks and fall to rebearaing 
in a foghorft-Toice the story of hia noble past. 
Twice or thrice I let drop a hint in the form of what 
water was in my pitcher. But the seraios of Madrid 
are imperturbable, and water is precious. On eadh 
such occasion the romancer moved oTer some two 
feet and serenely continued bis tale until the rising 
son sent him strolling homeward. 

" Don Ricardo,** of our German boarders, aspired 
to change from his stool in a banking-house to t^ 
bollring. He luid taken a course in Madrid's £■- 
caela Taurina and was already testing his prowess 
each Sunday as a banderiUero in the little plaza of 
Tetuan, a few miles outside the city. In c(Htsequenoe 

— for **Ricaido'* was a companitmable youth ftv 
all his ragged Spanish — our casa de hufspedes 
became a raidezrons of lesser li^^ta in the taurina 
world. Two or three toreros were sure to drop is 
each eremng before we had sipped the last of our 
wine, to spend an hour or two in informal Urtulia. 
I had sot been a week in the city before I numbered 
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•iDong mj acqu&intancea Curdito, Capita de Cajy 
mooa, Pepete, and Moreno de Alcal^ all men whose 
■ames have decorated many a ringside poster. 

There appeared one frvening among the " friends 
•f the house " a young man of twenty* of singularly 
afetractive appearance and personality, deai^yed, 
•f hthe yet muscular frame, and a spring-like 
qmdcness in every movement, he was noticeable 
above all for his modest deportment, having barely 
a touch of that arrogant self-etteem that is so fre- 
gently the dominating characteristic of the Span- 
iard. Hia speech- was the soft, musical Aadalusiaa ; 
kia conversation quickly demonstrated him a man of 
a hi^ rate of inteUigence. 

Sodi was Fauatino Posadas, buMghter, already 
a favorite among the aficionados of Spain, though it . 
is by no means often that a youth of twenty finds 
Iffinself vested with the red muleta. Sob of tha 
spare-limbed old herder who has been keeper for 
MHuy years of the Tabladas, or bull pastures, of 
Sevflle, he had been faniiliar with the animals and 
iheir ways from early childhood. At sixteen he was 
already a banderillero. A famous espada carried 
him in his caudrilla to Pern and an accident to a 
f^ow torero gave him the opportonity to de- 
spatch his first two bulls in the plaza of Lima. He 
returned to Spain a full-fledged **noTinero** and 
was rapid^ advancing to the rank of graduate 
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Cfpada^ irith the right to ai^>ear before buUs of Miy 
age. 

Once introdoced, Posadas ai^>eared often in the 
ealle San Bernardo ; much too oftoi in fact to lean 
an J nupicioQ that cither hia f rendship for " Don 
Ricardo " or the dumv of oar coRTersation irai the 
chief caiue of hia coining, A reiy few days passed 
before it had become a fixed and accepted custom 
for him to set out toirard nine for the Faseo with 
the radiant daughter of the house — though 
mother waddled betweai> of coutm, after the dictates 
of Spanish etujuettc. Within a week he was le- 
ceived hj the family on the footing of a declared 
•tutor; and of his favor wiUi the seftorita there woe 
no room for doubL 

There was always a long hour between the termina- 
tion of eopp^ and the time when Madrid began 
its nightly promenade, during which it was natural 
that our cooTenation dtould touch duefly spoil 
affairs of the ring. 

*'Don Henrico," asked Capita one trening— ^ 
JFor I was known to the company as ** Henrioo 
Franco *' — ** is it true Ihat there are no buOflghte 
an your countiy? " 

** Vaya que gente ! " burst out Moreno, when I 
had at length succeeded in making clear to them 
our national objections to the sporL ** What rub- 
bishl What does it matter if a few old ha<^ that 
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wxiM aoon fall dead of theanelrcs are killed to 
Biak« sport for the aficionados F As for the bull — 
Car^o, hotnbn I You jounelf , if you were in such 
a rage aa the toro, vculd no more feel the thnut of a 
nrord than the pricking of a gadftj.** 

Foeadaa, <« the other hand, readilj gisqwd flie 
American point of view. He croi atUltted that be 
found the goring of tbc horses unpfeaaant and that 
be would gladly see that feature of the ofrrida 
riiminated if there were any t^ber way of tiring 
the bull before the la«t act Bat for the bull hhor 
■elf he professed no sympathy wbaierer. 

** What would yoa have ut do? " he cried in oo»* 
dnsion. " Spun offers nothing else for a Boo. of 
the people without political puU than to become 
torero. Witfaoot that we most woi^ as pcasaiita on 
Uadc bread and a peseta a day.** 

" As in any other trade," I isqaired, ** I l u p p o a a 
yoa enter the ring witlunib any thoa^it of danger, 
any feeling of fear? " 

"No, I don't T^nember ever being afraid," 
laughed the Serillian, " thou^ wiien iSi6r% fur- 
Bishes the stock I Hke to hear mass before the cdr- 
rida." 

** What are the aeerets of success? ** 

" I know only one," answered Posadas, " and that 
ia no secret. Every more the bull makes ^owb 
first in the whites of his eyes. Never for aa inr 
stant do I take my eyes off his. So it has been 
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BO^ hid not to be once ironnded,'* he condade^ 
Baking the sign <d the cron. 

**Cogidul** cried Capita, pusing a hand over 
a duB brown welt on his neck. ** Canunba t I have 
Bve of them, and every one by a cursed milira. No, 
I never felt pain, only a cold chill that ram dowa 
to your very toes. Bat afterward — in the ho»* 
pitall Carajol** 

One would nippoae that men engaged in so per* 
ilous a calling would take extreme bodily care of 
thenwehea. Not a ioiero among them, however, 
knew the meaning of ** training** as the word is 
naed by our athletes. They drank, smoked — even 
during the corrida — ate what and when they 
pleased, and more commonly spent the ni^it ttroU- 
ing in the Faseo wit£ an ** amiga ** or carousing 
in a wineshop than sleeping. Whether it is a 
leaving of the Moor or native to this Uear, rocky 
land, there is much of the fatalist in the Spaniard, 
especially the Andalosian. He is by nature a 
gambler; be he torero, beggar, oi senator, he is 
always ready and willing to " take a chance.** 

** If a num is marked to be killed in the ring he 
win be killed there,** asserted Fepete. ** He cannot 
dutnge his fate by robbing himsdf of the pleasnree 
of life." 

Posadas was engaged to ajqiear in the plaza of 
Madrid on the first Sunday of our acquaintance. 
Whoi I descended to the street at three the city 
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was already drifting iiDgward, a picador in full 
trim noir and then cantering by on his Rosinante 
• — a Bight fiiHy afl ezcHmg to the populace aa the 
drcus parade of our own land. I had reached the 
edge of the Puerta del Sol when I heard a '* H61a, 
amigo ! ** behind me and turning, bdeld none other 
than JesQs the Sevillian bearing down opon me with 
outstretched hand. He had found work at hia trade 
in the cil^ — though not yet a barber apparently. 

**AndG^paro?'*IaBked. 

**Perdido, Kfiorl Lort again I** he sighed. 
''Periiaps he has found • new amiga. But I mudi 
more fear he haa fallen into the fingen of the 
police. Mira V^ aeSor. In all the journey we 
haTe not been able once to hide ourselves oa a 
freight train. At last, sefior, in CaatiUejo, G^ 
paro goes mad and swears he will ride once for 
nothing. With twenty people looking on he climbs 
a wagon. A man shouts * thief 1* and around the 
station comes running a goardia ciTil. I have not 
be^ able to find <]Msparo since. Seflor, I have 
ctnne to think it ia not ri^t to ride on the rail- 
road without a ticket. GAsparo, peihaps* ia in 
prison. But we will meet again when he cornea out,** 
he concluded dieerfully, as I turned away. 

At the plaza fully twelve thousand were gallk- 
end. The c6rrida was distinguished paridcul&riy; 
for its dumsiness, thou^^ the fighters, while young, 
Rrere not without reputation. Falls and bmisas wen. 
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inimmeTable and the entire perfomumce s chapter 
of accidents that kept the afidonados in an uproar 
and gare no small amonot of work to the attendant 
Bnrgeona. Of the three matadores, Serenito, & 
hoiking fellov whose place aeemed laat of all in 
the bullring, wai gored across the loins by his first 
bull and forced to abandon his task and fee to the 
flobresoliente. Then Naterito — ** Silver-plated **— 
m mere whisp of a man, having dedicated to the popo* 
lace as is the custom in Madrid the death of the fifth 
boll, gasconaded up to the animal, fell immediatdj 
fool of a horn, whirled about like a rag caught on 
a fij-wbee], and landed on his shoulders fullj sixty 
feet away. To the astonishment even of the aficiona- 
dos he sprang to his feet as jaun^ as ever and duly 
Sespotdied the ■nimal, though not over handily. 

The misfortunes of his fellows served to bring ont 
l>y contrast the skill of Posadas. Not only did he 
pass the day unscathed, but killed both his bulls at 
Ae first thrust so instantly that the thud of their fall 
might be heard outside the plaza, how rare a feat 
only he knows who has watched the hacking and 
butchering of many a ** novillero.*' Indeed, so 
pleasing was his work that he was at once engaged, 
contrary to all precedent, to appear again on the 
oinung Sunday. 

By that time I had learned oiough of the ** fine 
points of the game " to recognize that the SeviUian 
wm approaching already true matador " form,** 
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and as I took Ua.jt of bim sezt day it waa with 
tiw coDTiction that nioeesa in his choseit careec 
was as sure as the oertiunfy of soon winning hia 
BKMt cherithed reward. 

'^Vaya, Don Henrico,** he laughed as we shook 
hands. **We shall see each other again. Schdo 
day whcBi I go to Mexioo or the Americas of the 
sooth I shall come by New Yo A and you shall dww 
BW an you have told ns of." 

fHiere are few countries in which it is more diffieuHi 
to lay out an itinerary that will take in the 
principal points of interest without often dou- 
bling on one's track than ^ain. By dint o£ 
Jong calculation and nice adjustment of detailg I 
sketched a labyrinthian route that my kilometer- 
book, together with what walking I should have tima 
for, would cover, !As for my chedi-book there waa 
left exactly three pesetas a day for the remaindea 
of my time in the peninaola. 

So one cloudy morning in eariy August I took 
train at Hie Estaei&i del Norte and wound away 
vpward through the gorges of the Guardarrama tD 
Segofia. Only then i£d I realise that the romUa 
«f Madrid had been absolutdy incessant in my ears ; 
the stillness of the antaent city was almost oppressiie, 
OToi more than in Toledo one felt peculiarly oat 
•f Uke worid and a sensation that be most not remak 
too long lest he be wbdly forgotten and lose ksa 
f^aca ia life's p 
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lit the morning I set off by tlie highw&y that 
toBom for Kme mOes the great luuaortared aque- 
duct, that chief featuze of Segoria, a thing indeed 
far greater than the town, aa if a man's gullet, or 
Ilia thirst should be larger than himself, so difficult 
is it for a city to obtain vater in this thirsty 
land. Where the road abondmed the monument it 
continued across a country brown and sear, with 
almost the aspect of an American meadow in 
aotonm, steadily rising all but imperceptibly. 
Well on in the morning I entered a forest, at a 
side road of which I was joined by two guardias 
eiviles, who mardied for an hour with me exdiang- 
ing information and marvding that I had wan- 
dered so far afield. It has been my lot to become 
well, nay, intimately acquainted with the police of 
many lands, and I know of none that, aa a body, 
are more nearly what police should be than these 
mH guards of Spain, to whnn is chie the sup- 
pression of an the old picturesque insecurities of the 
load. They have neither the buIIy-ism of our own 
dub-wielden nor the childishness of Asiatic officers. 
XSxcept in blistering Bailen the bearing of every 
paif I met — they never travd singly — was sudi 
as to win at once the confidence of the stranger 
and to draw out of him such facts as it is their 
duty to learn so naturally that it seemed but a 
motual «xcbange of politenesses. Tlere are, no 
doubt, Vt^ corruptions in so large a body, but in 
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Ute pretence of almort anj of tliem one hu a cotmo* 
tioQ tiiat their first thought ii their duty. 

The highway ended its climb at noon in Ls Granja 
^Tbe Grange — residence of the icing in spring 
and autumn^ a town little Spanish ia aspect 
seated in a carefully cropped forest at the base of 
a thickly wooded mountain, I roamed unchal- 
lenged for half the aftenoon through the royal 
park, replete with fountains compared with whidi 
those of Versailles are mere watei'^quirts ; play- 
things that Philip the half-mad accused of cost* 
ing tiiree million and amusing ^I'm three minutesi 
I was more fortunate, for they coat me nothing and 
amused me fully half an hour. 

After which I picked up the hij^way again and, 
winding around the regal -village, struck upward into 
the mountains of Guardarrama. At the hamlet 
of Valsain I bad just paused at the public spring 
when the third or fourth tramp I bad seen on tbe 
road in all Spain swung around a bend ahead, mardi- 
ing doggedly northward. As I stooped to drink, 
a moan and a thud sounded behind me. I turned 
quickly around to behold tbe roadster writhing ia 
the middle of the highway, the gravel of which had 
cut and gashed one side of bis face. The simple 
villagers, swarming wide-^ed out of their bouses, 
would have it at first that he was my companion and 
I to blame for his mishap. He bore patent signs 
of months on tbe road, being burned a tawny brown 
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m gub and face by the nin that vat evidently tbt 
author of his nuBfortune^ For a time the village 
stood open-mouthed about him, the brawny bouse- 
vires now and then giving vent to their aympathyj 
■nd he^leu perplexity by a long-drawn " ay de 
mi I " I Buggested water, and a dozen women, 
daalung away with the agility of middle-aged cows, 
brought it in such abundance that the victim waa 
all but drenched to the skin before I could drive 
them off. He revived a bit and while a woman 
dunuily wa*hed the blood and gravel from his face, 
I addrened him in all the languages I could muster, 
for he was evidently no Spaniard. The only re- 
sponse was a few inarticulate groans, and when be 
had been earned to a grassy slope in tbe shade, 
i went on, knowing him in kind if awkward 
bands. 

A half-perpendicular hoar passed by, and I 
seemed to have left Spain behind. The road was 
toiling sharply upward through deep forests of 
evergreen, cool as an Alpine valley, opening now 
and then to offer a vista of thick treetops and a 
glimpse of red-tiled villages; a scene as different 
from sterile, colorless, sunken-cheeked Castille as 
could well be imagined. Nor did tbe dusk descend 
so swiftly in these upper heights, Tbe sun had 
set when I reached the summit at six thousand feet 
and, passing through the Puerto de Navacerrada, 
•tarted swiftly downward in the thickening {^oom; 
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bttt it wu some tjme before the night hod Kttlcd 
aomi m cftmeit* 

I had marched well into H when I vas anddenl/ 
■tartled by a Mimd of moffled voices out of th« 
darkness ahead. I moved forward noiadcasly* for 
this lonely pan hu many a stoiy to tell. A dim 
Hgfat shone through what appeared to be a window. 
I shouted for admittance and a moment later found 
myself in the hovel of a peon caminero. 

Within, besides the familj, were two educated 
Spaniards, one indeed who bad been a secretary in 
the American Legation up to the outbreak of the 
recent war. When he had been apprised of my) 
mode of travd and my goal, he stared wonderingty 
at me for a moment and then stepped out with me 
into the nif^ Marching a few paces down the 
highway nntil we had rounded some obstruction, ha 
pointed away into the void. 

** Do yon see those lights? " he asked. 

Far away and to the right, so far and so bighi 
in the heavens that they seemed conBtellationa, 
twinkled three clusters of li^ts, almost in a row 
but far separated one from another. 

*'The third and farthest,** said my ctnnpanion, 
** is El Escorial ; and your time is well-chosen, for 
to-moiTOW is the day of Saint Lawrence, her patron 
sainL** 

We retamed to the hut, where the wife of the peon 
was moved to caok me a bowl of garbanzos and 
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fipntA me a UaaLet on the itone floor. In the 
momiiig the Aarplj dew«ndmg highway carried me 
quickly down the moontain, and fay aunrite I was 
back once more in the fanuliar CaaUUe. It was 
▼ergiog on noon when, funnoonting a eterfle riae, 
I caught aig^t of the dome and towen of the 
EscoriaL A roadside stream, of which the water was 
lukewarm, removed the grim of travel, and 1 
climbed sweltering into the village of Bscorial de 
Aniba, pitdied on a jagged shoulder of the calcined 
mountain hi^ above the monastery. 

Spain is wont to show her originality and indiffeiv 
owe to the convenience of travelers, and on this, the 
anniversary of the grilling of him in whose honor 
it was boilt, the great monaateiy was closed for the 
only time during the year. I experienced no regret, 
however, for the vast gloomy structure against its 
bad:groimd of barren, rocky hills had far too mnch 
the aspect of some dank [mson to awaken any desire 
to enter. Least impressive of famoua buildings, the 
Escorial is certainly the most oppressive. There 
is poetry, inspiration in many a building, in the Taj 
Mahal, the Cathedral of Cologne; but not in the 
EscoriaL It suggests some frowning, bulky 
bourgeois of forty whose mother thinks him and who 
would fain believe himself one of the most poetic 
and spiritual of men. 

I wandered away the day in the town, drifting 
in the afternoon down into the village ** de Abajo.** 
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Here* in Um mnltitade about the Btone-pile of a 
bnllring, I ran acrou Curdito in f eitiTe garb. He 
was Bcheduled to kill aO three bollj of the day** 
eforida, hot in spite of his argent in-ritation I felt 
in no mood to ait ont the blistering afternoon on 
m bare stone slab of ibis rough-andrtumble plaza. 

£1 Escorial was bo OTemm with visitors to her 
umoal cdebration that not a lodging of any sort 
was to be had in either the upper or the lower 
village. The discorery brought me no shock, for 
a nig^t out of doon I neither dreaded nor re- 
gretted But as I sauntered at dusk down past the 
great building into the flanking ** woods of 
Herrera,** I eould not but wonder how those traT* 
ders who bewail the accommodations of the "onlj; 
possible hotel ** would have met the situation. 

Bdiind the monasterf extends a broad, siloif 
f<raest, not over thick, and beneath the trees squat 
bnshes and brown heather. I spread the day*s copy 
itt the Btratdo between two shrubs and, stretdiing 
oat at n^ ease, fell to munching the lunch I had 
bou^it in the village market. Let tlie dreum- 
■tanees be right and I know few more genuine joys 
than to sleep the night out of doors. Lie down in 
the open while a bit of daylight still lingers, or 
awaken there wfaen the dawn has come, and there is a 
feeling of sordidness, mixed with the ludierons, a 
tense of being an outcast prone on the common 
earth. But while the ni^t, obscuring all drtails. 
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hangB its canopy over the irorld there are few sito* 
atioDB more pleasing. 

When I had listened a while to the panting of the 
August ni^t I fell asleep. For weeks post I had 
beoa Tiewing too many famous spots, perhaps^ had 
been delving too constantly into the story of Spun. 
itj constant use of Castilian, too, had borne fruit; 
English words no longn intruded even on my inner 
meditations. Was it possible also that the market 
lunch had been too heavy, or the nearness of the 
gloomy monastery too oppresiiTeP At any rate 
I fell to dreaming. 

At first there passed a procesflion of all Spain, 
— arrieros, peasants, Andaluaian maidens, toreros, 
priests, Jesiis the tramp, a chanting watei-sellert 
merchants and beggan; close followed by two 
guardias dviles who looked at me intently as they, 
passed. Then suddenly in their {dace Moors of 
every garb and size were dancing about me. Thej 
seemed to be celebrating a victory and to be pre- 
paring for some Mohammedan sacrifice. A mullah 
advanced upon me, clutching a knife. I started to 
my feet, a distant beU boomed heavily, and the 
throng vanished like a puff of smoke. 

Away off above, in a hollow in the gaunt moun- 
tain, I made out gradually the form of a man 
sitting pensive, elbows on knees, gazing dark- 
browed down upon me. He was in royal robes, and 
all at once he seemed to start, to grow in size^ 
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and a lise aeroM his braart expanded to the letters 
"Fdipe n.** larger and larger be grew until be 
orertovered tbe mountain itvelf; tben sIotIj, 
■eowlingly be toae and strode down upon me. A 
wonen joined hinit a scrawny woman who laid a 
band inertly in his, and I recognized Bloody Mary, 
who Kcmed thus in an instant to have leaped orer 
tbe seas from her island kingdom to join her gloomy 
husband. 

In rapid succession new figures appeared,--' 
Herrera first, a torpid, lugubrious man strangely 
Uke the building he has left behind; then quickly 
a multitude, throu^ which strolled a man whose 
crown bore tbe name ** Pedro," running his sword 
with a chuckle of devilish laughter through any 
tiiat came within easy reach, young or old, asleep 
or awake. Of a sudden there stalked forth fnmt 
nowhere a lean, deep-eyed man of fifty, a huge 
pardiment volume under one arm, an almost cyni- 
cal, yet indulgent smile on his countenance; and 
as if to prove who he was there raced down over 
the mountain a man not unlike him in appearance, 
astride a caricature of a horse, and behind him a 
dumpy, wondering peasant ambling on an ass. The 
cavalier sprang suddenly from bis hack and fell 
affectionately on the shoulder of the parchment- 
bearer, then hounding back into the saddle he 
charged straight for Felipe, who, stepping to one 
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nde, fltmg, backhanded, Mary hi« wife far out of 
Dgbt over the moontun. 

A sound drev my attention to another §ide. 
AcTOU the plain was marching with stately tread 
A long file of Moon, eadi canning in one hand hia 
head, by the hair. 

*'Lo0 Abenoerrajes ! ** I seemed to shout; and 
almost before it was uttered there remained only 
Felipe and behind him a score of indistinct foims. 
He waved a hand toward me and turned bis back, 
and the company moved down upon me unlimbering 
a hundred iuatroments of tortture. Distant bdls wera 
tolling mournfully. A priest advanced holding 
aloft a crucifiz and dmiting in sepulchral voice: 

** He hour of heretics sounds.** 

Loader and funereally rang the dismal bells; thfl 
iorturers drew near ; I straggled to rise to my feet — • 
and awoke. 

The beUs of the nHuast^y were booming out 
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CIUKBUNO CTTIBS 

Ire vsa veil along in the next aftentoon Hut 1 
descended at the station of Avila and climbed 
a long dusty mOe into the dty. A scent of the dim, 
half-forgotten past hoTered over the dose-vailed, 
pecoliarlj garbed place. When I had made a eSx- 
coit of her ancient wall, through which her no 
lesa time-wom cathedral thmsts its hips, I drifted 
Sown into the dosty vega below, where in the churdt 
of Santo Tomis sleeps the dead hope of ** los rejes 
cafaSlicos.** If the sculptor be tru s t wor t hy the 
prince would hare been an intelligent, kindly lad, 
cren though his martial Talor might never bave 
rivaled that of his stout-hearted mother. Returned 
to the dty, I strolled for an hour along the lofty 
Paste del Rostro, watching the sun sink red behind 
the serrated jumble of mountains on the far western 
horizon, beyond which lay my next stopping-place; 
and BO to bed in the Posada de la Estrella amid the 
munching asses and snoring arrieros. 

Avila is connected with Salamanca hy rail, bat the 
route forms a sharp angle with its apex many miles 
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to the north. I had decided, therefore, to valk. 
Swinging down through the western city gate and 
acroM the babbling Adaja bj the aged itone 
bridge, I dambered again upward to where a hage 
■tone croM invites to a rest in its shade and a final 
ntroapect of cnunbling AtiIb and her manj-toi^ 
leted, constraining walL An easy two-days* walk 
lay before me. For had not Herr Baedeker, s* 
seldom in error as to plain facts, announced the 
distance as thirty-fire miles? 

As I wended oo up the hillside, however, I was 
mddenly stricken profane by a stone ngn-post 
rising before me with the dismal greeting: 

" Salamanca 99 kiI£metros.** 

Herr Baedeker was wrong by a little mattcar of 
tiiirty mileB. 

Bot I had set the time of my entrance into 
Salamanca ; delay would bring haToc to my delicatdy 
adjusted itinerary. I doubled my pace. 

The way led through a country as savage oil 
aspect as any in Spain, waterless, dusty, glaring, 
overspread with huge rocks tumbled peD-mell as if 
the Mason of the universe had thrown here the 
materials left over from His building. By after- 
noon a few lean farms began to crowd their way 
in between the rocks, now and then a sturdy, thick- 
set tree found place, and over all nature hovered 
great clouds of locusts whose refrain reminded how 
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eupbonious it the SpanianPi name for vlut we dab 
" dog dayi*** — ** eanta U cbichnmt — Uw loewt 
Binga.** The nihabitantf of the legum ei i im iT 
lomewhat more in fortune's favor Uun the rest 
of the peninml*. Passing peasants, thoo^ rare, 
hod none a hungry look; their carts were fanci- 
fully corred and painted both on bodj and wheels, 
while the trappings of their cattle were decorotira 
in the extreme. 

AH B summer day I tramped forward over hiD 
and hollow toward the great jagged range, the 
hardy trees dying out, the fields growing in size and 
number, but the sierra seeming to hold ever as for 
aloof. Beyond a small withered forest in whidi 
were roaming flocks of brown goats, I dinbed a 
steady fire miles to a vummit village exhibiting every 
outward sign of poverbf and most fittingly named 
**SalTadio8 — God save us." The keeper of its 
(me quari-pubHc house deigned after long orgo- 
meat to set before me a lame excuse for supper, but 
loudly declined to furnish lodging. I withdrew, 
therefore, to a threahing-fioor across the way, 
heaped high with still unbroken bundles of wheat, 
and put in a shiveringly cold night — so great is 
the contrast between the seething plains by day and 
this hilltop bitten by every wind — not once falling 
into a sound sleep for the gaunt, savage cun that 
prowled about me. 

At dawn I was already afoot and tluee houra 
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later entered the cjtj of Fefiaranda, in the out- 
skirts of which a fine phiza de toros was building, 
but within all the confines of which was no evidence 
of achooU library, nor indeed of restaurant. I 
contented myself with a bit of fruit and trudged on. 
This may not, perhaps, have been the hottest day. 
of all that Spanish summer, bat it bore certainly all 
the earmarks thereof. The earth lay cracked and 
Mistered about me, the trees writhing with the heat, 
the rays rising from the rocky soil like a dense 
•tage-curtain of steam. In a shriveled and parched 
pueblo of mad hats, exactly resembling the villages 
of Palestine, I routed out a kindly old woman for 
a foreshortened lunch; and t}ien on again in the 
mfemo, choking fields of grain and vineyards soon 
becoming numerous on either hand. The wise 
husbandmen, however, had sought refuge, and in all 
the grilling landscape was not a human being to 
be seen, save and except a sweat-dripping pedes- 
trian from foreign parts straining along the 
scorching highway. 

This swung at length to the right, swooped 
down through a river that had not a drop of water, 
and staggering to the top of an abrupt knoll, 
showed me far off, yet in all distinctness, a rich 
reddish-brown city gathered together on a low hill- 
top and terminating in glinting spires. It was 
Salamanca ; and of all the cities I have come thus 
upon unheralded and from the unpeopled hij^way 
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none can rival her in richness of color, like ripe old 
wine, • city that has grown <Ad ^acefully and with 
increasing beauty. So fascinating the sight that 
I sat down beneath the solitary tree by the way to 
gaze upon it — and to swing half round the circuit 
of the shrub as the sun drove the scanty shadow 
before it 

But I was still far off the golden-brown city and, 
setting slowly onward in the descending evesing, I 
oil hut encircled the place before the carretera, 
coining npwi the ancient puente romano, clambered 
upward into its unrivaled Flaza Mayor. 

Just back of this, four sbories above the Plaza 
de la Verduga, or Place of the Green Stuff, lives 
a widow whose little spare chamber is let in the 
winter seastm to some anpretentious student of the 
now unpretentious university. I engaged this, 
together with what of physical nourishment should 
be reasonable, at three pesetas a day. As I took 
possession, the daughter of the hostess, a muchacba 
of eight, peered in upon me hugging a doll under 
one arm. 

*' Qu£ mufieca m^ bonita ! " I hazarded, which 
turned out to be unwise, for the homage so over- 
came her diffidence that she came in not only to 
offer the information that my complexion strangely 
resembled that of a lobster in the aalmantino 
museum, but such a fund of further information that 
it was long before I had inveigled ber outside the 
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door mad, throwing myself on the bed* slept the 
clock round. 

Aa in manj another city it had been my fortune 
to reach Salamanca on the eve of one of her great 
festivals. Indeed, that must be a foresi^ted 
traTeler who can journey through Spain without 
being frequently caught up in the whirlpool of some 
local fiesta. The excuse this time was Assumption 
Day. The festivities within the city walls offered 
nothing of extraordinary, being chiefly confined to 
a band cmcert in the central plaza. Richer by fas 
would be the richest city of the earth could she 
piutltase and transplant into her own midst the 
Flaza Mayor of Salamanca, with its small forest 
of palms, the rich brown medallioned facades and 
nirrounding colonnades beneath which the lal- 
maatino is wont to stroll, la salmantina on his arm, 
while the band plays in the flower-shrouded stand 
in its cmter. Salamanca might sell, too, in spita 
of her boast that it is the finest in Spain, being 
poorer than the proverbial church mouse, were she 
not also Spanish and prouder than she is poor. 

The real fiesta, however, took the form of a 
bullfight that had a character all its own. Sala- 
manca, as I have hinted, is no longer a city of 
wealth. Indeed, those occasions are rare in these 
modem days when she can indulge in a round of 
the national sport, even though she possesses one 
of the largest bullrings in Spain. On this great 
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holiday, however, the atj fsthen had decided that 
nothing within the bounds of reason was too good 
for the lecreating of Salamanca's long onfeasted 
children. A full-sized buUfigfat would, to be sure, 
haT« far overstepped the bounds above mentioned. 
But after long dd»te and deep investigation it had 
been oonduded that a c6rrida with four bulls, no 
horses, one real matador, and seats of all shades and 
distinctions at one peseta each might be conceded. 

With this unlimited choice of vantage-points at 
my own price I went out e^ly to the plaza and 
picked mj place in the sombra in what was evidently 
a section reserved for the guardla civil; for before 
long the guards, in full uniform and their three- 
cornered hats, began to gather about me, first in 
pairs, then in groups, then in awarms, until I was 
wholly, shut in and surrounded by guardias civiles 
like a dandelion in the center of a bed of tulips. 
Far from resenting my intrusion, however, if sudk 
it was, they initiated me into their order with botas 
and cigarettes and included me in their conversa- 
tion and merriment during the rest of the day. 

The entertainment began at four. With that ex- 
ception, however, it had few points of similarity 
with the regulation c6rrida. The procession en- 
tered, fully six men in torero garb — though that 
of two or three of them fitted like amateur theatrical 
costumes — followed by two horsemen, two, in 
their shirt-sleeves, as was also sefior el alcalde itk 
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his box. The key tlirowni the fig^t began; with 
the elimination of the one unquestionably un- 
pleasant feature^ — the killing of hones. Eren 
aged hacks cost money and, as I have already more 
than once suggested, money is a rare commodity in 
Salamanca. When the bull had been worried a bit 
with the cloaks, the banderilleros proceeded at once 
to plant their darts. The professional matador, a 
yotmg man rejoicing in the name of Trueno— ■ 
"Thunder** — had, therefore, a far more difficult 
task than usual, for more than anything else it ia 
the venting of his rage and strength on the blind- 
folded steeds that tires the bull, and on this occa^ 
sion it was a still wild and comparatiTely fresh 
animal which the diestro was called upon to face. 
He despatched his three allotted bulls, however, 
without accident and to the vociferous satisfactitni 
of the audience, which filled even at the low price 
fmly a bit more than the shaded section. It waa 
Dot, as the guardia beside me was at some pains 
to explain, that there were not salmantinos quite aof- 
Bdent to pack the plaza to oveifiowing, but that there 
were not pesetas enou^ in town to go round. In 
the throng, too, were no amaU nomber of peasants 
from all the widely surrounding country, some in 
the old dress with knee breeches. 

But to touch upon the unusual features of the 
c6rrida. As a part of the worrying of the sAond 
bun a chulo placed ■ chair in the ring and, stand- 
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ing upon it with neither weapoa nor cloak, availed 
the charge. When the bull had all but reached him 
he sprang suddenly into the air, the animal dashed 
under him and, falling upon the unoffending article 
of furniture, dissolved it thoroug^y into its com- 
ponent parts and scattered them broadcast about tlie 
arena. 

The most nerre-thrilling performance, however, 
that it was my privilege to see in all the devil-may- 
care land of Spain was the feat that followed iii»> 
mediately on the death of the cbaii^wreckn. It 
was the " star attraction " of the day and was an- 
nounced on the posters in all the Spaniard's richness 
of superiatives — and he is a bom and instinctive 
writer of '^ads." Oinging as dosely as possible to 
the eloquent phraseology of the original the aa- 
Bouncement may be set forth in near-Eo^isb aa 
follows: 

" Vatious are the chances (tricks) which are 
executed in the different plazas of Spain inside 
the taurine art, but none that iuts more called at- 
tention than that whidi is practised by JoaA 
ViLLAX son of the memorable matador (killer, 
murderer) of bulls Villarillo who " — not father 
lUo, who has left off all earthly sport, but son JosS 
• — ** locating himself in the center of the arena and 
placed with the head towards below and the feet by 
above imploring the public to maintain the most im- 
pressive silence during the risk (fiite) oonsumraates 
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tiie trick (chance) of Tancredo; very veU, this 
Man&gement not reflecting on (ftparing) either ex- 
p^ue or sacrifice has contracted with him in order 
that he shall fulfill (lift* pull off; fie.) this trick 
(risk) on the third bull to the end that the salmaa- 
tinos shall know it, with which program this Manage- 
ment believes to have filled to the full the desires of 
the aficionados (rooters, fans, amateurs).** 

The second bull, therefore, having been ignomini- 
ously dragged to oblivion and the butcher-shop, and 
the blood patches of the arena resanded, there sallied 
forth from the further gate a small, athletic man 
of thirtj-^ve or so, hatlesa — and partly hairless — 
dressed from head to foot in the bri^test red, of a 
material so thin that the movement of his everf 
mnscle could be pl^nly seen beneath it. He was en- 
tirelj empty-handed. Be marched with sprightly 
stride across the ring and, bowing low to the alcalde 
in his box above, addressed to the public a warning 
and an entreaty to maintain the utmost silence during 
the ** consummation of the risk.** An assistant thai 
appeared, carrying a small wooden Dox with a piece of 
gas-pipe six feet long fixed upri^t in Ihe top of it. 
This Villar placed exactly in the center of the ring, 
a himdred yards or more in every direction frmn the 
barrier. Across the gas-pipe, near the top, he 
fastened a mu(^ shorter piece, thus forming a cross. 
On the box he placed a circular roll of doth, stood en 
his head thereon, hooked his toes over the cross-piece. 
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iraved a hand gaily to the public, and folded hia anna« 
Everf other torero stepped outside the ring, and the 
toril gate swung opoi. 

A wild snort, and th^re plunged into the arena as 
powerful and savage a brute as it had ever yet beea 
mj lot to see. For an instant he stood naotionlees, 
blinking in the blinding sunlight, llien suddenly- 
catching sight of the statue flaming with the hated 
color, be shot away toward it with the speed of an 
express-train — a Spanish express at least — until, 
a bare three feet from it, he stopped instantly 
stone-still by thrusting out his forelegs like a West- 
em broncho, then slowly, gingeriy tiptoed up to the 
motionless figure, sniffed at it^ and turned and 
trotted away. 

The public burst forth in a thunderclap of ap- 
plause. Villar got right end up as calmly and grace- 
fully as a French cotmt in a drawing-room, laid a 
hand on his heart, and smiling serenely, bowed once, 

twice, th and just then a startled roar wrait up 

from the tribunes, for the bull hod suddenly turned 
and, espying the man in red, dashed at him with 
lowered horns and a bellow of anger. 

There is nowhere registered, so far as my investi- 
gations cany, the record of Job4 Villar, son of Vil- 
larillo, in the hundred-yard dash. But this much 
may be asserted with all assurance, that it has in it 
nothing of that slow, languid, snail-like pace of the 
ten-second college (^lampion. Which was well; foi 
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tome two inches bdoT his flying heels, as he set a sew 
record likewise in the vaulting of barriers, the murder- 
ous horns crashed into the oak plonk tablas with the 
Bound of a freight collision and an earnestness that 
gave work to the plaza carpenten for some twenty: 
minutes to come. 

Therein ViUar was more fortunate ilian the Mexi- 
can Tancredo, inventor of tho " suerte," and for 
whtna it wa» named. Tancredo, like Dr. GuiDotin, 
was orerreached by his own invention, for while his 
record for the hundred was but a second or two les* 
than that of ViUar, it was just this paltry margin 
that made him, on the day next following bis last 
professional appearance, the chief though passive 
actor in a spectacle of quite a different character. 

The ** Suerte de Tancredo *' has never won any 
vast amount of popularity in Spain, except with the 
spectator*. Toreros in general manifest a hesitation 
akin to bashfulness in thus seeking the plaudits of 
the multitude. By reason of which diffidence among 
bis fellows, Jos£, son of Villarillo, memorable matador 
de toros, podtets after each sudi recreation a sum 
that might not seem overwhelming to an American 
captain of industry or to a world-famous tenor, but 
one which the average Spaniard cannot name in a 
single breath. 

Salamanca*! day of amusement did not, however, 
by any means end here. Beneath the name of 
** Thunder,** the pvofesdcmal matador, there was 
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printed with equal bombasf; tliat of FbbnahimI 
MA&rAr. Now Fernando was quite eridentlj a 
•almantino butt, a tall gawky fellow whose place in 
the society of Salamanca was apparently very eimi- 
liar to that of those would-be or has-been baseball 
players to be found vegetating in many of our 
smaller towns. Like them, too, Fernando was in all 
probabihty wont to hover about the pool-rooms and 
dispensing-parlors of his nstive city, boasting of his 
untested prowess at the national game. That his 
talents might not, therefore, forever remain hidden 
under a wineglass, and also, perhaps, because his serv- 
ices mi^t be engaged at five hundred pesetas lesa 
than tbe fire hundred that a professional sobresalienta 
would have demanded, the thoughtful city fathers had 
caused him to be set down on the program, like- 
vise in striking type, as "sirasTmrTB with unf 
ccssmr (coK kkcxsidas) to khx thx voubts 
Btrix." 

It was this ** necesidad ** that worked the undoing 
of Fernando Martfn. When the customary by-pla^ 
had been practised oa the fourth animal, enter Fer- 
nando with bright red muleta, false pigtail, glinting 
sword, and anything but the sure-of-one's-self coun- 
tenance of a professional espacia. He faced th« 
brute first directly in front of the block of guardiaa 
civiles, and the nearest he came to laying the animal 
low at the first thrust was to impale on a horn and 
sadly mutiUta a sleeve of his own gay and rented 
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jaekeL The crowd jeered, as crowds will the world 
over at the sight of a man whose father and mother 
and even grandfather they have known for years 
trying to prove himself the equal of men imported 
from elsewhere. Fernando advanced again, manoeu- 
vering for position, though with a peculiar move- 
ment of the knees not usual among toreros, and 
vhidi was all too visible to every eye in the hooting 
mnltitude. Traeno, the professional, stuck close at 
his side in spite of the clamorous demand of the 
public that he leave the salmantino to pky out his 
own game unhampered. Martin hazarded two or 
three more nerveless thrusts, with no other damage, 
thanks to the watchf til eye and cloak of Trueno, than 
€me toss of ten feet and a bleeding groin. By this 
time the Jeering of his fellow-townsmen had so over- 
shadowed the tyro*s modicum of good sense that he 
turned savagely on his protector and ordered him to 
leave the ring. Fortunately Trueno was not of the 
atuff to take umbrage at the insults of a foolish man 
in a rage, or the population of Salamanca would in- 
contestably have been reduced by one before that 
merry day was done. 

The utmost length of time between the entrance of 
a professional matador for the last act and the death 
of the bull is four or five minutes. Fernando 
Martin trembled and toiled away ten, twenty, thirty, 
forty. Slowly, but certainly and visibly his bit of 
courage oozed away; the peculiar mov»nent of his 
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knees grew more and more pronounced. No longer 
daring to meet tbe bull face to face, he skulked along 
the barrier until the animal's tail was turned and, 
dashing past him at full speed, stabbed backward 
at his neck as he ran, to the uproarious merriment 
of the spectators. Trueno saved his life certainly 
a score of times. At last, when the farce bad run 
close upon fifty nuautes, a signal from the alcalde 
salt across the arena the sharp note of a bugle, two 
eabeiUvi, or trained steers were turned into the ring, 
and the bull, losing at once all belligerency, trotted 
docilely away with them. The star of Fernando 
Martfa, would-be matador de toros, was forever set, 
and if he be not all immune to ridicule his native 
city surdy knows him no more. 

It is law that no bull that has once entered the 
ring shall live. Curious to know what was to be the 
fate of this animal, I sprang over the barrier and 
hurried across to the gate by which he had disap- 
peared. There I behdd a scene that forever dis- 
pelled any notion tiiat the task of the matador is an 
easy one, however simple it may look from the trib- 
unes. The buU was threshing to and fro within a 
small corral, bellowing with rage and lashing the air 
with his taiL It required six men and a half -hour of 
lime to lasso and drag him to the fence. With a 
hundred straining at the rope his head was drawn 
down under the gate, a man struck him several blows 
with a sledge, and another, watching his opportunityf 
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■wuDg his great navaJR and laid wide open the ani- 
mal's throat. 

It was late when, having mingled for some time 
with the country folk dancing on the sandy plain 
before the plaza, I returned to the city for my 
handle and repaired to the station. A twelve-hour 
ride was before me. For I had decided to explore a 
territory where even the scent of tourists is un- 
known, — the northwest province of G&licia. 

The train that I boarded at eleven was crowded 
with countrymen returning from the day's festival, 
a merry hut in no sense intoxicated company, in 
which I saw my first wooden-shod Galicians. The 
car was, for once, of the American pattern^ 
though of Spanish width — with thirty seats each 
large enough for three persons, ^e hrakeman, 
too, who stood lantern on arm in the open door, 
bore an unusaal resemblance to an Americaa 
"shack.** 

A dozen men were standing in the aisle, but to my 
surprise one seat near the center of the car seemed 
to be unoccupied. When I reached it, however, I 
found a priest stretched out on his back, his hands 
clasped over his paunch, snoring impressively. I 
carried a protest to the brakeman and with a snort 
lie swooped down upon the sleeper. At n^t of bim* 
however, he recoiled. 

** Carajo I *' he cried. ** £s un padre 1 I could n't 
disturb his TeTerence.** 
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I stooped and toacbed the monopolist on the 
shoulder, being in no mood to remain standing all 
night. Moreover, I had long been curious to know 
the Spaniard's attitude toward a man who should 
treat a priest as an ordinary human being. " Bis 
reverence" grunted. I touched him again. His 
snore lost a beat or two and began once more. I 
ahook him more forciblj. He opened his blood-shot 
eyes, snorted " Huh ! " ao much like a certain mon<^ 
olist of the animal kingdom that even the passengers 
about me laughed at the resemblance — and fell again 
to snoring. I sat down gently on bis fat legs and* 
wbeo be tucked me off, confiscated a place. He sat 
up with the loc^ of a man whose known world baa 
Bnddenly crumbled about his ears and glared at me 
with bulging eyes a full two minutes, while over the 
faces of the onlookers flitted a series of winks and 
Bnfles. 

He was just huddling himself up again in the two- 
tiiirds of the seat that remained to him when the door 
opened and Trueno, the matador, bis little coUta 
peeping out from beneath his hat, his sword-cose 
under one arm, entered and, spying the extra place, 
•at down in it with scant ceremony. We fell to 
talking. The torero was a jovial, explosive, devil- 
may-care fellow who looked and dressed his character 
well The priest slunk off somewhere in the tbickesfc 
{tours and bis plaoe was taken by a peasant who bad 
been standing near me since leaving Salamanca^ 



,,;. Google 



CRUMBLING CITIES 815 

When he found opportunity to bre&k into the eoarer- 
sation he addressed me with on Hmosed smile: 

** You are not then a Catholic, seftorf " 

**No." 

**Ah! 'A socialist!** he cried with asBurance. 

For to the masses of southern Europe socialist 
and non-Catholic are synonymous. 

" I donbt, sefior," I observed, ** whether yoa your- 
self are a Catholic." 

^C6mo, seBor!" he cried, raising his hands in a 
comical gesture of quasi-horror. " I, a cristino 
vie jo, no Catholic ! ** 

** Do you go to church and do what your cura 
commands?** 

** What nonsense ! ** he cried, using a still more 
forcible term. "Who does? Hy wife goea now 
and then to confessioo. I go to church, seftor, to 
be baptized, married, and buried." 

•*Why go then?** 

** Caramba ! ** he gasped. ** How dse shall a man 
be buried, married, and baptized? " 

Toward morning I fell into a doze, from which I 
was awakened by the extraordinary sensation of feel- 
ing cold. Dawn was touching the far horizon. The 
train was straining upward through a sharply rising 
country. As the sun rose we came in sight of As- 
torga, staading drearily on her bleak hilltop, and in 
memory of Gil Bias and for the ucHmbering of my 
legs I ali^ted and climbed into the town. It proved 
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aa uniiiterettiDg aa any in Spain, and before the monH 
ing was old I vat again riding northweBtwarcL 
Soon there came an utter change of scene; tunnels 
grew anaccoantable, the railroad winding its way 
doggedly upward throu^ a wild, heavily wooded 
mountain region that had little in common with famil- 
iar Spanish landscapes. In mid-aftemoon I dis- 
mounted at file station of Lugo, the capital of 
Galicia, 
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.VtLDBBT BFjLlir 

NEAREST of an the Iberian peninmla to otip 
own lani^ the ancient Icingdom of Gralicia if 
•8 ireU-ni{^ unknown to ns as any lectioa of Europe. 
lAs far back as maakuuf s memory carries it has been 
Spun's ** last ditch." XTp into this wild mountain 
coner of the peninsula retreated in its turn each 
subdued race as conquenv after conqueron swept 
over the land, — the aboriginal Iberians before the 
Celts, the CeHiberians before the coast-hugging 
Phosnicians and CarthaginionB, these before the 
onuuveroua Romans, followed as the centuries rolled 
on by Vandal, Sneri, Goth and Moor. Further 
they could not flee, for behind them the world falls 
away by sheer cragged cliffs into the fathomless 
sea, Eere the fugitives melted together into a 
racial amalgam, an uncourageous amalgam on the 
whole, for in each case those who reached the foat- 
nesses were that remnant of the race that preferred 
life to honor, those who ** fought and ran away,** 
or who took to their heels even earlier in the pro- 
ceedings. 
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Yet it wai a long two ceaturiei after Hannibal 
had followed his father Hasdrubal into the Stygian 
realms of the defeated, after Rome had covered 
the rest of the peninsula with that network of roads 
that remains to this daj, that the power of the out- 
side world pushed iti way into this tumbled wilder- 
ness. But for the necessity of loot to pay the gam- 
bling debts of his merry youth the conqueror indeed 
nu^t never have appeared. Yet appear he did^ 
— a young Roman just befpnning to display a 
crownal baldness, known to his l^ons as Casar and 
answering to his friends of the Roman boulevards 
and casinos to the name of Julias. He conquered; 
and iriien he, too, had written his memoirs and 
passed his perforated way, that lucky heir of all 
Roman striving cansed to be built in these his moun- 
tains a city that should— like all that sprouted or 
jgrew under bis reign — bear his name« — ^ Lucas 
August! — 6us*s place." 

To>tiay it is Lugo, a modest city ensconced in the 
lap of a plain near a thousand feet above the railway 
station that bears its name. Politically Spanish, it 
is BO in little else. Hie last traces of the Arab, so 
indelible in the rest of the peninsula, have disap- 
peared. The racial amalgam, now the gaitego, is 
dose akin to the Portuguese, like all long domi- 
nated peoples docile, unassertive, bora to be a Bervant 
to mankind. He is the chief butt, the low comedian 
of the Spanish stage, slow, loutish, heavy <^ mind 
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and body, without a luggestioQ of the fire of th«t 
babbling child of enthusiaun, the Andaluz; none of 
the native dignity and conBcionaneBs of personal 
worth of the Castilian, not even the dreamineu of the 
Mandiegan. He is fitted to be what he is, — the 
d(Hnestic> the server of bis f eUow-countrymen. 

ftom the posada at tiie city gate I climbed to 
Lngo'i chief promenade and Alameda, the top of 
ber snrroanding walL This is some forty feet hig^, 
of flat, irregiilar slabs of slate-stone aa Roman 
fonndaticHU, with a drcnit of nearly a mile and a 
half. The town within and below is of the same 
material, the duU gray or drab so predominating 
as to give the place the sombemess of a stone village 
of Wales. The inhabitants, moreover, have little of 
the Spaniard's love of color, being as sober in garb 
as in demeanor. It is noteworthy that those com- 
nmnities that are least embellished by nature are moat 
prone to ||rarb themselves in all the colors of the 
specfcnmi. The Venetian above his muddy wates 
has been noted in all times as a colorist; the peas- 
ants ot the Apennines harefy a hmidred miles away 
have very little brightness of dress. 

So the Lugense ; for if the town itself is sombei 
gray, the moss and vines that overrun the low, 
leaden houses, the gardens scattered among them* 
the flowers that trail from the windows of the dwell- 
ings buOt medieval-fashion into the walla make the 
•oene gay even within. While outwardly it in un- 
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aarpaMed. From the wall-top promenade the eye 
coimnanda an endlna vista of richeit green landscape, 
a labjrinth of munificent hiU fomu and mountain 
ridgea dense-wooded with veritable Alpine forests 
rolling away on every side to the uttermost honzoa. 

In the town itself is almost nothing of what the 
tourist calls " si^ts ** ; which is, perhaps, a chief 
reason why his shadow almost never falls within it. 
miere is only the dull, bluish-steae cathedral, and 
an atmosphere wh<^y individual; nothing exciting, 
nothing extraordinary, though one amusing detail 
of life is sure to attract attention. Like many, 
towns of Spain, Lugo obtains her water through the 
mouths of stone lions in her central plaza. But here 
the fountain spouts are for some Gallegan reason 
lu^ above the Sagging, far out of reach. Whence 
the plaza and the streets of the city are at all houra 
overrun with housewives and domestics carrying no£ 
merely pitchers but a tin tnbe some ten feet long 
through which to conduct the water into their recep- 
tacles. In nothing does the town differ from 
familiar Spain more than in temperature. Ho: 
climate is like that of Bar Harbor. A change in a 
few hours as from Florida in August to Mount 
Desert brought quickly home to me the fact that my 
garb was fitted only for perpetual summer. Almost 
with the setting son I fell visibly to shivering, and 
by dark I was forced to take refuge in bed. 

I had cone into GaKcia proposing to strike across 
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co imt r j ' to Oviedo, capital of the Asturias, in the 
hope of getting vboUj and thoroughly " off the 
beaten track.** Theran I seemed fully to have suc- 
ceeded, loqairies in Lugo dicited the information 
that Oviedo iras reputed to lie Bomewhere to the 
eastward. Nothing more; except some nebulous 
notion of a highway beginning at the ha>e of the 
city wall leading for s day or two in that direction. 
For whidi uncertaictj I was in no sense sorry, de- 
lighted with the prospect of exploring by a route of 
my own that wooded wilderness of mountains that 
spreads endlessly away from Lugo's promenade, cer- 
tain of finding a land and a people unsullied by 



Dinner over on the day after my arnTal, I de- 
scended from the city of Augustus by the unpaved 
road that was to set me a little way on my journey. 
It was soon huirowing through dense, scented for- 
ests, broken by scores of little deep green meadows 
along the way; so many and so inviting that it 
required a strong tug of the will to keep from lying 
down for a nap in each of them, in memory of the 
many grassless, siestaless, fly-bitten days in the rest 
of the peninsula. Truly the good things of this 
world are unevenly distributed. In fact, only by 
a dead lift of the imagination could one compre- 
hend that this also was Spain. Switzerland, per- 
haps, but never a part and portion of the same coun- 
try with the sear, deforested uplands of Castille, the 
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auidy stretches of Andahlwa, with osseous and all 
but treeless La Mancba. The division line between 
Europe and Africa was meant surely to be the 
Pyrenees and this Cantabrian range rather than the 
Mediterranean. 

When darkness settled down I halted at a jumbled 
stone hamlet, where payment was refused exc^ for 
the few cents* worth of peasant fare I ate. For my 
bed, was spread in an open stable a bundle of newly 
threshed wheat-straw that was longer than myself. 
A half-day's tramp had not left me sleepy. The 
night lay cool and silent about me, and I sank into 
tiiat reverie of contentment that comes most surely 
upon the wanderer when he has left the traveled 
world behind and turns his face care-free toward the 
unknown, tbat mysterioos land across triiich beck- 
ons the atrial little sprite men name Wanderbut, 
For the joy of travel is not in arriving but in setting 
forth, in moving onward; bow fast matters little, 
where, even less, but ever on and on, forgetting, foe 
the supranest satisfaction, that there is a goal to 
attain. Let a man wander away into unknown lands 
smiling with smomer, his journey's end little more 
tlian conjecture, bis day of arrival a matter of iiH 
difference, and if he feel not then the joy of &t 
open Toad he may know for « certainty that he is 
a hug-tbe-bearth, and no ^psy and a vagabond. 

In Hie morning cmtinued a roadway hobble* 
skirted by forests, a country as pleasing as Caruso's 
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ttnctt u soothing to the traveler from stony Spun 
M McDoweIl*B muric. To enumerate the detula of 
life and landscape here is merely to tell by contrast 
vfaat the rest of Spain is not. The inhabitants were 
in the highest degree laconic, as taciturn as the 
central and soothem Spaniard is garrulous, self- 
consdous to the point of basbfulness, a characteristic 
as uncommon in the rest of the country as among 
the Jews or Arabs; a heavy-handed, unobserving 
peasantry that passed the stranger unaccosted, al- 
most nnnoticed. Sndi conversation as exchanged 
must be introduced by the traveler. The cheering 
**Vaya!" was heard no more, the stock greeting 
being a mumbled " Bnenos.** 

In appearance, be the inspection not too close, tfais 
mountain people veil deserves the outworn epithet 
" pictaresqne." The women young and old wore 
on their heads large kerchiefs of brilliant red, and 
most of them a waist of the same color, offering 
striking contrast to the ritii green background, as the 
latter was sure to be. As footwear, except those un- 
possessed of any, both sexes had wooden shoes 
painted black and fancifully carved, which, scrap- 
ing along the highway, carried the thoughts quickly 
back to Japan. At nearer sight, however, some- 
thing of the picturesqueicss was lost in the unfading 
evidences of a general avoidance of the bath and 
wasbtub. 

Of least interest were tbe dwellings of this peas- 
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wAtyt — TflUga nettba freqaent nor luge, mot* 
properly mere beapi of gt»y huts built without 
order or plan of the Blate-ftme of which the pror- 
inee itielf ii diiefly formed, u was seen wherercr 
the outer soil had been stripped away and the skcle- 
toa of the mountain laid bare. For all the char- 
acter of the country abundance of rain and a pains- 
taking agriculture gave good crops. Galicia indeed 
supports, though in poverty, the denaeat population 
of the peninsula. Wheat, Indian com, and bay 
abounded. Hie former was stacked* and threshed 
with flails — two customs unknown in Spain, as the 
latter products are entirely. The maize was sown. 
A species of cabbage on a stalk some two feet long 
was among the most common of the vegetables. 

An these products grew, not on the level, but in 
little isolated, precipitous fields in which it seemed 
impossible that the laborers, male and female with 
sickles or mattocks, could stand upright. Fk>cks of 
sheep and goats were many, and as the final change 
from the Spain that I had hitherto known there was 
nowhere silence. The forests on either hand were 
vocal with the simgs of birds. Mountain streams 
came plunging headlong down the ravines, or 
brawled along through stony channels beside the 
winding way. The water was of the purest and 
dearest, whitdl may, perhaps, have led the inhabit- 
ants to give most of their mundifying attention to 
the vessels in whidi it was carried, — great oaken 
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bocketf euh with three vide hoops scoured i^otieM 
and 8hiiuiig> as a Hindu's Jota. 

But most unfailins breakers of the siloice and 
DWfft characteristic of all the features of the proTinco 
was its Tehides, The Phrygian peasants wh» 
draped their produce into Troy before the Bieg« 
had certainly as up-to-date a conveyance. The trav- 
eler's first mcounter with one of these Homeric con- 
trivances is sure to be startling. There is only one 
word that exactly expresses their soond from afar, 
— the French &o«nZofM«r — the noise of tiie bum- 
blebee. Indeed, when first I heard it I fell to 
threshing about my ears, sure that one of those in- 
sects was upon me. Sbwly the sound grew to the 
meowling of a thousand cats, and around a turn of 
the forest-hedged road came a peasant's cart drawn 
by little Iwown oxen — they are as often cows — 
much like our Jerseys in appearance, a great sheep- 
sidu thrown over their heads, to the horns of which 
the yoke was fastened. The unwieldy edifice, 
wabbling dnmkcniy as it came, consisted of little 
more than two solid disks of wood like cistern coven 
turning on a wooden axle, the whole having about 
it neitiier an ounce of iron nor a smell of axle-giease. 
Its pace certainly did not exceed a mile an hour, 
the oxen see-sawing from side to side of the road, 
twisting their burdened heads to stare at me with 
curious, sad eyes. As it passed, my ears literally 
adied with its scream. I douUed my pace to flee the 
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torture. But there was no entire escape; hardly 
once thereafter was I out of sound of a cart or two» 
now Bcreaming by, now ** bourdoimmg ** away across 
some valley, buzzing at times even after the night 
had settled down. 

Early on this second day, which was Sunday, Mien 
appeared a far more predpitous and rocky country 
through whidi the road began to wind its way up- 
ward amid a chaos of nigged tumbled valleys, gain- 
ing by early afternoon an elevation above the line 
of vegetation. For two hours I kept lookout for a 
bit of level space for a siesta, without finding a patdi 
of fiat ground as large as my knapsack. X stepped 
over the edge of the hi^way and lay down on * 
bank so ahea that I was obliged to brace my stick 
against the small of my back to keep from pitdiing 
down the thousaad-foot slope into a brook; and even 
as it was I awoke to find I had shifted tome ten 
feet down the hill. 

The ascent thereafter grew still sharper, the sur* 
rounding world being at last wholly enveloped in a 
idotse doud. From out of this I heard, at what I 
fancied must be toward sunset, sounds of revelry, by 
which, marching onward; I was soon encompassed, 
tiiougb still unseeing and unseen. Suddenly there 
came waltzing toward me out of the fog a couple io 
each other's arms, disappeiiriog again as another 
pair whirled forth out of the unknown. Wandering 
on through a merry but invisiUe multitude I ran all 
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but into the amu of two guardlss civiles leaning on 
their muBkets, Thej greeted me with vaat surprise, 
welcoming me to their mountain-top town of Fonaa- 
grada and, far from demanding my papers, of- 
fered to find me a partner that I might join the 
Tillage in its Sunday celebration on the green. I de- 
clined such hilarity, but for an hour stood chatting 
with them while the dancers whirled unseen about us. 

Fonsagrada has no regular accommodations for 
strangers. The peregrinating band of musicians, 
however, furnishing the day's melody, was to be 
cared for in a sort of groco^, to which I repaired 
with them when the dance was orer. Having pai^ 
taken of a substantial supper in whicb the far-famed 
hacalao — cod preserved in great chunks in barrels 
like salt pork ; a main staple in this region — made 
itfi initial appearance, I laid my case before the pro- 
prietor. He was a Yankee-like man in the middle 
thirties, of modem busineBs methods even thou^ he 
knew next to nothing of the world outside his cloud- 
bound village. Notwithstanding, therefore, that 
ihere was no ** costumbre " to sanction it, he bade 
me spend the ni^t under his roof — which I did all 
too hterally, for when I had left off swapping yams 
with the melodious nomads my host led the way to 
the garret, balf-^ed with straw, where in the midst 
of a too realistic dream I rose up suddenly and all 
but shattered my head on tbe roof in qnestios. 

In the morning the clouds were still wandering like 
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Joat Boula through the atreets of Fonsagroda. A 
mirt that barely escaped being a rain was falling 
when I aet off in an attempt to follow the Tolominotu 
directions of the dubious village. According to these, 
when I had passed the ** Mea6a de Galo,** a lonely 
atone tavern a few miles out, I ]eft the road, which 
was botding toward 6ij6n on the north coast, and 
feD into a descending mountain path. A taog of the 
■alt sea was in the air. AU the day tlirou{^ I 
dimbed, slipped, and scrambled over jagged mountain 
slopes and through deep, rocky barrancas. There 
develops with much wandering on instinct to foUow 
the li^A fork of a mountain trail, slij^t hints that 
oould not be ezplaine<^ but without the ha]f-uncon- 
sdoQS noting of which I must have gone a score of 
times astray. Twice or thrice I stumbled into a ham- 
Jet in some wrinkle of the range, a village of five or 
six hovels huddling in the shadow of an enormous, 
overtoweiing church, all built of flat field stones and 
•warming with huge white dogs. 

AC Grandas, a bit larger village overhung by 
massed up mountains, I was at length so fortunate 
as to get after much search an intangible imitation 
of a meal. Fmn there I panted a long time upward 
and came out at last above a seemingly bottomless 
gorge, a gorge so deep that I bad scrambled nearly 
a half-hour alcmg its brink before I noted that far 
down in its depths was a town, eocirded by vertical 
TiDeyards, like embroidery on the lower skirts of ita 
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OTcriianging mountaiiu. My path lay plainly vuible 
OD the oppoaite Blqpe, only a long jump away, but a 
jump for Pegasus or the princess of the Roastrappe, 
and I, mere mortal, was forced to wind a long hour 
and a half to and fro on the rubbled face of tb« 
mountun before I entered the town below, called 
Saline. 

Before me lay the most laborious task of all my; 
Spanish journey. A mountain as nearly perpoidieo' 
lar as man could hope to ascend, without a break 
or a knoll in all its slope, rose, a sheer wall, certainly 
four thousand feet aboTe. The gorge seemed some 
boundary set by the gods between two worlds. Up 
the face of the cliff a path had been laid out with 
mathematical precision^ erery one of its score of legs 
a tmlsome climb over loose stones, with the sun, un- 
tempered by a breath of wind, pouring down its fury 
upon my bade It was hot as Spain in the depth oi 
the canyon ; it was chilling cold when I reached the 
Bommit bearily crested in clouds and threw myself 
down breathless on my back. Darkness was ctnning 
on, and I fell soon to shivering in the biting mountain 
air and must rise and hurry forward. It was not 
strange that in the fog and darkness instinct failed 
and that when finally I reached a village of d^t ot 
nine hovels and inquired its name the inhabitants re- 
plied " Figuerina," not in the least like the ** La 
Mesa " I had expected. 

Of a brawny, weather-beaten giil milking a cow 
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bj the light of a torch in what passed for the princi- 
pal street, I asked: 

" Is there a posada in town? ** 

** No s£, sefior," she answered. 

** Dont know 1 When your town has only nina 
houses?'* 

But she only stared duDy at me throug^h the g^loom, 
and I carried my inquiry elsewhere. With no bet- 
ter result, however, for each one I asked returned the 
same laconic, ** I don't know.** I had sat down on a 
boulder in the center of the hamlet to puzzle over 
this strange ignorance when a strapping monntaineer 
approached through the darkness and led me with 
few words to the house of the head man. The lattec 
was in bed with a broken leg, having had the misfor- 
tune to fall off his farm a few days before, I waa 
taken before him as he lay propped up with pillows 
and, after a few brief questions, he commanded hia 
family to make me at home. 

Only at a distaace are these mountain hamlets ofl 
northern Spain inviting. For the good people liv^ 
indoors and out, in peace and equality with their pigs 
and chickens, not because they are by nature unclean* 
but because they know no other life than this, nor anjj 
reason why their domestic animals should not be 
treated as equals. The wife of the village chief led 
me into the living-room and kitchen. I knew it was 
that, for she said so. The place was absolutely 
dark. Since leaving Lugo I had not seen a pane of 
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I^IasB, and lamps of anj sort appear to be anbiown 
in fhese luunlets of the Sierra de RafUidoiro. 
^ere was, to be sure, a bit of fire in one comer, 
but it gave not the alighest ifluiniiiation, only a 
thick smoke that wandered about looking for an exit, 
and unsQccesaf (illy, for there iras nothing whatevo- in 
the way of diimney, and the door had been dosed 
as ve entered. Smoker thoagh I am, I began to 
weep and did not once leave off while I remained in 
the room. 

The nnutiness of a dimgeon assailed the nostrils; 
the silence was broken by a continual droning. The 
floor was stone. Xn the room were six or ei^t men 
and women, as I <Uscovered little by little fmn their 
Toices, Supper was announced, and a match I 
struck showed an indistinct group of which I was a 
part humped over a steaming kettle in the center of 
the floor. Into this all began to dip their bread. 
I hung back, which the wife discovering by some 
instinct, she made an exclamation I did not under- 
stand and soon after there was thrust into my hands 
a private bowl of the concoction. 

It turned out to be a "caldo gallego** — an all 
but tasteless thick soup of which the chief ingredient, 
besides water, is the long-stemmed cabbage indige- 
nous to the region, A spoon was then handed me. 
It was of wood, homemade, snd flat as a canoe-pad- 
dle. What most aroused my wonder was the bread. 
A glimpse I had caught of it in the flicker of my 
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match Beemed to ahow a loaf of about the size of a 
large gnDdstone — though I charged this to optical 
illuuon — from vhkh wedgea vere cut^ one of them 
being laid in my lap. It was coarse as mortar> yet 
•s MTory, and proved later to be as Bustaining a 
bread as I have yet run across on the earth. This 
and the caldo being no match for a mountain-dimtHng 
appetite, I asked the privilege of buying a bowl of 
miUc From my unseen companions arose many 
ejaculati<His of wonder that I could afford such a 
luxury, but a bowl of it was soon put in my hands. 
A better milk I never broke bread in. 

Still I was at a loss to account for the incessant 
droning in the room, like the croak of a distant ox- 
cart. Since my entrance, too, I had been struck a 
thousand times lightly in the face, as with bread 
crumbs or the paper-wads Indigenous to the old 
country schoolhouse. When it occurred to me to put 
the two mysteries together both were solved. The 
flies were so thick in the room that they made this 
•ound in flying blindly back and forth. 

But once upstairs the dwelling assumed a new 
rating. Her« was, it is true, no luxury; but the 
Tough-fashioned chamber, partly store-room and 
partly spare bedroom, was capacious and clean, of 
the rouf^ unused sort of deanliness of a fanner's 
"best room," opened only on extraordinary occft* 
■ions. The one sheet of the massive bed was as stiff 
as any wincljammer's mainsail, the blanket as rouf^ 



,,;. Google 



WILDEST SPAIN 2SS 

a* the ndie of a Cistercisn monb. Among a score ot 
multiform articles stored in the room was a stack of 
bread such as I had eaten below, some forty loaves 
each fully as large as a half-bushel measure. It is 
baked from four to six months ahead, twice or thrice 
a year, and has a crust hard and impervious as a 
glazed pot, which keeps it fresh and saTory for an al- 
most unlimited period, 

Ai X hade farewell to my host next morning I held 
out to him two pesetas. He resented the offer as an 
Arab or a Castilian might have, but being of those 
accustomed to express themselves less tn words than in 
actions, did so laconically. When I offered it again 
he rose half iqi on his elbows and bellowed ** No ! " 
His gruffnesB was in no sense from anger, but merely 
bis mode of speaking emphatically, and a way of 
hiding that bashfulness so common to mountaineers, 
who are usually, as here, a shy and kindly people with 
much more genuine benevolence than grace of mau' 
ner. I protested that I should at least be permitted 
to pay for my extravagance, the milk, arguing that 
even a wanderer on his feet was better able to spare a 
peseta than a village chief on his back. But he 
roared **Nol** again, and furthermore commanded 
his wife to cut me a wedge of the longevious bread, 
" to carry me over the day." 

Once escaped from the tangle of inhabited stone- 
piles, I strode away down rock-jumbled ravines, one 
close succeeding another and carrying me all but 
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headlong downward. In the depUis of the third I 
risked a plunge into a mountain bniokf thou^ tiie 
water was icy and the air still almost wintry cold. 
The day was wanning, however, by the time I de- 
scended npon the hamlet of Berdacedo, where I got 
fried eggs and a new highway. 

To chronicle the vagaries of the latter during the 
rest of the day would be a thankless task. For miles 
it wound around and upward, ever upward on the face 
of bare stony mountains like a spiral stairway to 
heaven. Then suddenly from each giddy height it 
dived headlong down into deep-wooded, fertile vat- 
leys; then up again round and round another moun- 
tain sboolder far beyond the last stunted ahrub. 
Later in the day it took to rounding these peaks al- 
most on^the level, coming a score of times so close 
to itself that I could all but toss my bundle across, 
<mly to buckle hack upon itself for miles aronnd some 
narrow but apparently bottomless gulley. 

Somewhere during the previous afternoon I had 
crossed the unmai^ed booadary between Gralida and 
the still more rugged kingdom of Asturias, to-day 
the province of Oviedo. A new style of architecture 
gradually became prevalenL The buildings wen of 
two stories, the lower, of stone, housing the animals, 
white the dwelling proper was of wood and perched 
a foot or iBon above the lower story on four cone- 
shaped cfnuerstones, like some great awkward bird 
xeady to take fli^it. 
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Bnt for this peculiaxity the village in vhidi ni^t 
orerhauled me differed but little from that of the 
erening before, except in being many bandied feet 
nearer sea lereL It was called San Fecimdo. Ai 
before, mj inquiry for an inn was each time answered 
by a terse ** I don't know." I found the head man in 
good health, howeverf — a stalwart fellow little past 
thirty who was shoveling manure In his front yard. 
Yet so local is the dialect of ereiy village in this 
region that I tried for some time in vain to make 
known my wants to bim. 

** Cant you speak Spanish, seiiorP ** I cried out. 

" No, seSor," be replied like the report of a gun, 
and apparently angered at the allegation. We 
managed nevertheless by patience and repetition to 
establish communication between us, and I found out 
at last why my inquiry for a posada had evoked so 
surprising an answer. Public hostelries being un- 
known among them, the motmtaineers understand the 
question " Is there an inn in town ? " to mean " Do 
you suppose any resident will furnish me accommoda- 
tionB?" 

The head man did in this case, in spite of my un- 
fortunate blunder in calling him a gallego. So 
great is the sectionalism in these Cantabrian ranges 
that a man from one village deeply resents even being 
Ukea for a resident of another a mile distant ; while 
the Asturians, a blending of the abori^al Iberian 
and the Goth, in whose caves of Covadonga was kept 
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alight the last flicker of Spaiush liberty and C3»w- 
tianity, consider theouelTes free and independent 
hidalgos inflnitelj aaperior to tlie mbmiiBiTe gallego. 
There were in truth some noticeable £fferences of 
character and customs, that were to increase as I 
advanced, i 

We spent the evening in anothw ventlvs, smoky, 
fly-buzzing kitchen, thou^ this time the fireplace 
gave a bit of blaze and from time to time the rugged 
faces of the eight or ten men, who bad gathered at 
the invitation of the village leader, flashed visible. 
I entertained them with such stories of America as 
are most customary and popular on such occasions. 
This was no light task. Not only ware there many 
words entirely indigenous to the village, but such 
Castilian as my hearers used would scarcely be recog- 
nized in Castille. The expression ** Ptw allA *• (over 
there) they reduced to " Pa cA " ; " horse " was never 
** caballo,** but either " cabalo ** or *' cabayo.** 
Worst of all, the infinitive of the verb served indif- 
ferently for all persons and tenses. ** Yo ir " might 
mean " I go," " I was going," " I shall go," ** I 
should go " and even ** I would have gone " and ** I 
should be going." 

Most taking of all the stories I could produce 
were those concerning the high buildings of New 
York. I had developed this popular subject at some 
length when a mountuneer interposed a question that 
I made out at length to be a query whether those who 
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lire in these great houses spend all their time id them 
or take an hour or tvo every morning to climb the 
stairs. 

** Hay ascensores, sefiores," I explained, ** ele- 
vators ; some expresses, some mixtos, as on jour rail- 
roads.** 

A long, unaccountable silence followed. I filled 
and lighted mj pipe, and still only the heavy breath- 
ing of the untutored sons of the hills about me 
sounded. Finally one of them cleared bis throat 
and inquired in humble voice: 

** Would you be so kind, seilor, as to tell us what 
it an elevator? ** 

It was by no means easy. Long explanation 
gave them only the conception of a train that ran up 
and down the walls of the building. How this over- 
came the force of gravity I did not succeed in mak- 
ing clear to them ; moreover there was only one of the 
group that had ever seen a train. 

In the morning the head man accepted with some 
protest two ntdet — half a peseta. The highway 
again raced away downward, describing its parabolas 
and boomerang movements as before, and gradually 
bringing me to a realization of how high I had 
climbed into the sky. On every hand rocky gorges 
and sheer cliffs; now and again a group of charcoal' 
burners on the summit of a slope stood out against 
the dull sky-line like Millet's figures — for the sun 
was rarely visible. As I descended still lower, more 
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preteatioiiB, red-roofed villagefl sppeared, and t^ 
mid-aftemoon I entered the large town of Tiueo. 
As I woa leaving one of its shops a courtly youth in- 
troduced himself ax a student in the University of 
Vallftdolid, and as be knew a bit of English it was 
with no small difficulty that I resisted his entreaties 
to talk that tongue with him in the mile or two he 
walked with me. That nig^t for the first time since 
leaving Lugo I paid for my lodging in a public 
posada. 

Salas, a long town in a longer green valley, was 
BO far down and sheltered that figs sold — fay number 
here rather than weight — nine for a cent. Beyond, 
the highway strolled for miles through orchards of 
apples and pears* while figs dropped thick in the road 
and were trodden nnder foot. For the first time I 
understood the force of the expression, " not worth a 

In the wineshop where I halted for an afternoon 
lunch I got the shock of that sunuaer's journey. 
Casually I picked up the first newspaper I had seen 
in a week; and stared a full moment at it unbelief 
ing. The entire front page was taken up by a photo- 
graph showing Posadas lying in bed, his familiar 
face gaunt yeith pain, and about him his fatliar, m 
priest, and a fellow-torero. 

** Carajo t " I gasped. " What *b this ; Posadu 
wounded?" 

'* KiUs,'* replied the innkeeper shortly. " Killed 
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last Sonday. Too bad; he made good sport for the 
aficioDadoB.** 

An accompanying article gave particulars, llie 
Serillian had been engaged to alternate with a vell- 
known diestro in the humble little plaza of San Lncar 
de Barrameda on the lover reaches of the Guadalqui- 
vir. The end of the day would have seen him a 
gnduate matador. The bulls were " miilras ** five 
years old. As he faced the firat, Posadas executed 
some pass that delisted the spectators. Por once, 
evidently, he forgot his one ** secret of success ** t be 
tamed to acknowle<^ tbe applause. In a flash 
the »TiiTin«l charged and gored him in the neck. He 
tried to go on, poised bis sword, and fainted; and 
was carried to tbe little lazaret beneath the amphi- 
theater, while tbe festival continued. Toward morn- 
ing he died. 

All this had passed while I was climbing into the 
cloud-cloaked village of Fonsagrada, two weeks to an 
hour since I bad last seen the skilful Sevillian in the 
ring. The article aided with the vulgarity common 
to the yellow journal tribe: 

** We have paid the dying Posadas one thousand 
pesetas for tbe privilege of taking this picture, 
which is almost all tbe unfortunate torero left bis 
■orrowing family," 

I trudged on deep in sucb reflections as such oc- 
currences awaken, noting little of tbe scene. At sun-* 
set I found myself tramping through a wanner, less 
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abrapt country, half consciotu of having passed 
Grado, with its palaces, nurse-girls, and conTentional 
costumes. As dusk fell I paused to ask for an inn. 
** A bit further on," replied the householder, I con- 
tinued, still pensive. Several times I halted, always 
to receive the same reply, ** A bit further, sefior.** 
Being in no sense tired, I gave the matter little at- 
tention untfl suddenly the seventh or ei^th repeti- 
tion of the unveracity aroused a touch of anger and 
a realization that the night was already well advanced. 
A lame man baUiUng along the dark road gave me 
once more the threadbcu% answer, but walked soma 
two miles at my side and left me at the door of a 
wayside wineshop that I should certainly not have 
missed evea without him. 

The chief sources of the boisterousness within were 
three young vagabonds who were displaying their ac- 
complishments to the gathering. One was playing 
tunes on a comb covered with a strip of paper, an- 
other produced a peculiarly weird music in a high 
falsetto, while the third was a really remarkable imi- 
tator of the various dialects of Spain. With the 
three I ascended near midnight to the loft of the , 
building, where a supply of hay offered comfortabla ': 
quarters. For an hour he of the falsetto sat smok" 
ing cigarettes and singing an endless ditty of hii ' 
native city, the refrain of which rang out at fre- 
quent intervals: 
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" M4s bonita que hay, 
A Zaragosa me voj 
Dentro de Ar-t-T-Ta.go-o-^aJ* 

It was with geouine regret that I noted next mom- 
iBg the reapproach of civilization. Rough aa is 
the life of these mountaineerB of the north their en- 
tire freedom from convention, the contact with real 
men who know not ev&i what pose and pretense are, 
the drinking into mj lunga of the exhilarating 
mountain air had made &e trip that was just ending 
by far the moat joyful portion of all my Spanish 
experiences. Not since the morning I climbed into 
Astorga had I heard the whine of a beggar; not 
once in all the northwest bad I caught the faintest 
scent of a tourist. Tlie trip had likewise been the 
most inexpensive, for in the week's tramp I bad 
spent less than twelve pesetas. 

A few hours more down the mountainside brought 
me into Oviedo, where I took up my abode in the 
Calle de la Luna. The boyhood home of Gil Bias 
is a sober, almost gloomy town, where the sun is 
reputed to shine but one day in four. Its inhabit- 
ants have much in common with the stow-witted Lu- 
gense, though they are on the whole more wide-awake 
and self-satisfied. Of window displays the most fre- 
quent was that of a volume in richly illustrated paper 
cover entitled, ''Los £nvenaiadores (poisoners) de 
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Chicago." It vas, poBsibly, an expos£ of the padc' 
ing houBes, but I did not find time to read it. Aa- 
gost was nearing its close, and there was still a con- 
siderable portir» of Spain to be seen. Luckilj my 
kilometer-book was scarcelj half'Used np ; but of the 
joyful days of freedom on the opta nMtd there cookt 
not be many mtne;. 
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CHAPTER XIH 

THE IJUn> or THB KASaUB 

MY Lnapsack garnished, I turned in; bock on 
Oriedo earlj on Sundaj morning. The 
train wound slowly away toward the lofty serrated 
range that shuts off the world on the south. As 
we approached the mountains, the line began to tie 
itself in knots, dimbing ever upward. In one section 
two stations seven miles apart had twenty-six mileB 
of rulroad between them. At the second of the two 
a flashed and pufSng Spaniard barst into our com- 
partment with the information that, having reached 
the former after the train had departed, he had over- 
taken us on foot. 

Still we climbed until, at the turning of the day, 
high up where clouds should have been we sur- 
mounted the ridgepole of the range and, racing, 
roaring downward, were almost in a moment back 
in the barren, rocky, aun-baked Spain of old, dust 
swirling everywhere, the heat wrapping ua round as 
with a wooleu blanket, drying up the very tobacco 
in my ponch; a change almost as decided as from 
the forests of Norway to the plains of India. 
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ArriT«d in Le6n at three, I set off at <Rice tourist- 
fashioa for the cathedral, with its soarings Gothic 
towers and delicate, airy flying-buttresses the first 
tmlj inspiring bit of Christian architecture I bad 
seat in Spain ; the first indeed whose exterior was any- 
thing. Mucb of the edifice) however^ was glaringly 
□ew, the scaffolds of the renovators being atill in 
place. 

But here again ** if the house of God is rich that 
of man is poor," pauperoiu in fact. When once th« 
traveler has forced himMlf to believe that Le6a was 
not many centuries since the rich capital of a vast 
onpire he must surely fall sad and pensive reflect- 
ing bow mutable and fleeting indeed are the things 
of earth. The Le6n of to-day is a large village, 
a dried-np, dirfy, dilapidated, depopulated, cobble- 
Btreeted village of snarling, meretricious-minded in- 
habitants jumbled together inside a w&Il that with 
the cathedral is the only remaining proof of former 
importance. Here once more was the beggar with 
his distressing whine, his brow of bronze, and his all 
too evident injuries; not nwnerously but constituting 
a large percentage of the population. In all Spain 
the devise of insurance companies on the fronts of 
buildings is more than frequent ; in Le6n there was 
barely a hovel without one or more. Which could 
not but awaken profound wonder, for not only are 
tiiere no wooden bouses within her walls to make 
danger of fire imminent, bat a greater blessing could 
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banOy be imagined for Le6D than a general and all- 
embraciog conflagration. 

It was, perhaps, because of the unbroken misery 
with which they were surrounded that the Leonese 
were individually crahhed and cynicaL Not a couiv 
teouB word do I remember having received in all the 
town, and in vitriolic remarks the keepers and guesta 
of the tumble-down parador where I was forced to 
put up outdid an others. 

I was off in the monung at the first opportunKj, 
again by train, which, passing in the early afternoon 
through a blinding sand-storm near the village of 
Cisneros, landed me soon after at Falenda. This 
was a counterpart of Le6n; a trifle less sulky and 
universally miserable, but as sprawling, sun-parcfaed, 
and slovenly. Its surronnding plains were utterly 
verdureless, their flanking hills ossified, its gardens, 
promenades, and Alameda past all hope of relief by 
sprinkling even had its river not long since gone 
desert-diy as the rest. I left the place quickly, 
riding into the night and descending at length to 
march to the inspiriting mnsic of a military band 
along a broad, thick-peopled Alameda, at the end of 
which a giant statue of Columbus bulked massive 
against the moonlit sky, into VsUadolid. 

I had come again upon a real city, almost the 
first since leaving Madrid; whence accommodations, 
while in no sense lacking, were high in price. In 
the course of an hour of prowling, however, I was 
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apprised of the exigtence of a modest casa d* 
Ini^^Mdes in a canyon-lilce side street. I rang tbb 
great doorbeU beloir several times in vain; which was 
as I had expected, for foolish indeed would hare 
been the Spaniard who r^nained within doors on 
■uch a night, while the band plajed and the city 
strolled in tbe Alameda. I dropped mj bundle at 
my feet and leaned against the lintel of the massive 
doorway. 

Within an hour there arrived another seeker after 
quarters, a slender Spaniard in tbe early siunmer of 
life, who carried two heavy portmanteaus and a 
leather swordcase. Almost at the opening of our 
conversation he surprised me by inquiring, " You are 
a foreigner, verdad, sefiorP " I conunended his pene- 
tration and, as we chatted, sought for sfxne sign of his 
profession or place in society. All at once the long, 
slender swordcase caught my eye. 

*' Ah [ Es usted torero, sefior," I observed with 
assurance. 

The youth awakened the echoes of the narrow 
street with his laughter. 

**BulUighter! No, indeed! I am happy to say 
no. I am a student in the national cavalry school 
here, just returned from my month's furlough. 
But your error is natural,** he went on, ** and my 
fault. I have really no right to appear in civilian 
garb. It would mean a month of bread and water 
•t least if one of our officers caught a glimpse of 
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ne. But carajol The family abore nuj not be 
back by midnighL We can leave oar baggage with 
the portier next door." 

We strolled slowly back to the brilliantly lighted 
Flnza de la Conatttiiti6n, Suddenly the youtb intei^ 
mpted an anecdote of the tan-bark to exclaim in a 
calm but earnest voice: 

" Caramba t There come my eommandante and 
the 6nt lieutenant.** 

Two men of f orty-flve or fifty, in resplendent uiu- 
f omn and tall red caps, their swords clinking along 
the pavement, were sauntering down upon us. I 
stepped quickly to the opposite aide of n^ cmt* 
panion, being taller — and likewise curious. 

" Hmnbre ! " be protested sharply, stepping ba«i 
again. " No tenga V. cnidada It is not onr way 
to hide from ma officers.** 

With bead erect and military stride he mardnd 
straight on before bim. Luckily the officers were ro 
engrossed in conversatirm that neitber glanced up 
as they passed. 

We drifted into a caf£ and ordered ** helado,** that 
Spanish imitaticm of ice-cream the calling of wbidi 
in the streets had so frequently caused me to whirl 
about in astonishment, so much does it sound like our 
** hello." Over it we fell to discussing things Ameri- 
can, in which we were gradually joined by several 
well-dressed men at tbe adjoining marble tables. In 
the course of the evening I chanced to remaA Hhai 
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one of the surpruei of mj nimmer'i trip had been 
to iind so little resentmuit against the United Statei. 

" Sefior," said the youth, while each and all of 
oar companions gave signs of agieeoient, " nothing 
more fortunate has befallen our country in a century 
than the loss of Cuba and the Philippines. Not only 
lias it taken a load off the Spanish people; it has 
brought more relief than you can guess to as of 
the army. The colonies vere the dumping-ground 
of our professitm. Once let on office show ability 
and he was forthwith shipped off to the islands to 
die. Now they are taken away, Spain has already 
begun to legain her lost place among the nations. 
No, sefior; we of the army at least think nothing bat 
kindness to jour people for the relief." 

Returned to the caaa de bu&pedes, the student 
and I were given adjoining rooras and saw much of 
Valladolid together before I took train the second 
morning after to Bui^os. There, were regulation 
** sights " in abundance ; on every hand memories of 
the Cid Campeador, even the spot where stood his 
dwelling — all as authentic as the popular landmarks 
of Jerusalem. Two miles or more out along the 
shallow mill-race that Burgos calls a river I visited 
tiie nunnery of Las Huelgas, which claims for its 
distinction never in its centuries of existence to have 
admitted to the veil less than a daughter of the no- 
inUty. The stroll is pleasant, but the place, noble 
though it be, unexciting — at least outwardly. Of 
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Hhtt cathedral, the finest in Spain, much mlgbt be said 
— that has been often said before. 

It was in Burgos that I mt for the fint time what 
I might have seen earlier and frequently had my 
tast«« ran that way, — a Spanish oemeteiy. More 
exactly it was a corpse-file, a perpendicular hillside 
in which hundreds of bodies had been pigeon-holed 
for future reference, with the name and a charitably 
indulgent characterization of the deceased on the 
end of his coffin. The Spaniard* with his supersti- 
tions, prefers this style of tomb for much the same 
reason, it seems, that the Arab seals his graves with 
cement, — that the emissaiies fn»n the less popular 
regions may not bear away the departed before the 
agents of the better and hence slower realm put in bd 
appearance. 

The greatest experience of my day in Burgos was 
the Tiew f rmn the summit of the hot, dry Cerro de San 
Miguel. Not merely does it offer a mighty and 
comprehensive vista of half the stony-bare face of 
Castilla Vieja, but a bird's-eye view as it were of all 
Spain and her histoiy. Of the city spread out at 
one's feet fully three-fourths the space is taken up 
by cathedral* churches, convents, monasteries, casas 
de misericordia, the vast bulk of the castle, the bar- 
racks, the bullring, — all the countless buildings of 
non-producers ; while between them in the nooks and 
comers wherever a crack offers are packed and hud- 
dled the hovels of the mere inhabitants. There, in 
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pl&in si^t, is Spain*s malady. She is a land of oon- 
producers. Ecclesiartics, soldiers, useless octroi 
guards, beggars rotten with the notion fostered bj 
the omnivorous priesthood that mendicancy is an 
honorable profession, make up almost the bulk of her 
peculation of productive age. Not without reason 
does nomadic Borrow lift up his clench-fisted wail 
against " Batusdica.** 

Hiere is one road to redemption for Spain, — 
that she shoot her priests and set her soldiers to work. 
As isolated individuals the merry, dissolute felknre 
of the cloth might be permitted to live on as they 
have, and suffer the natural end of sudi living. 
But as a dass they are beyond reform; their point 
of view is so utterly warped and incorrigible, thej 
have grown bo pestiferous with laziness and " graft ** 
that there is no other remedy, " no bay otro 
remedio " as the Spaniard himself would say oould 
his throttled mind cast off the rubbish of superstition 
and cant for one clear thought. Let him who pro- 
tests that Uiey are teachers of the youth go once and 
see what they teach, — the vapid, senseless lies about 
** saints " so far from truth as to be an abomination, 
ao far above the possible aspirations and attainments 
of real humanity as to force the rising generations 
from very hopelessness of imitation to lose heart and 
sink to iniquity as the priesthood has done before 
them. Or are there some who still credit them wiOt 
feeding the poor? A hi^ pruse, indeed, exactly 
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squal to that due the footpad who refunds his victim 
carfare that he may be the more qutcklj rid of him. 

Therein lies the chief weakoess of Spain. It is not 
because she is ruled by a slender youth chosen by the 
accident of birth rather than by a more portly man 
cfaoeea more or less by his fellow-citizens; not be- 
cause her religion happens to be that of Rome rather 
than the austerities of Calvin or the fatalism of Mo- 
hammed ; not because her national sport is a bit more 
dramatically brutal than that of other lands; not 
because her soil is dry and stony and her rains and 
riveiB slight; not because her people are decadent^ 
her human stock run down — I have plowed in the 
aea in the foregoing pages if I hav^ not made it dear 
tiiat her real manhood, the workman, the peasant, the 
arriero, the muscle and sinew of the nation, are as 
hardy, toilsome and all-enduring as the world bar* 
bors. But in the l«tg centuries of warfare her atten- 
tion was drawn away from internal affairs, she fell 
taaong thieves within, and the force of example, tbe 
helplessness of the individual drove her people in the 
line of least resistance, — to become thieves too* na- 
tionally, officially, ontil mad grab-what-you-can-aiut 
the-devil-grab-the-un grabbing has her by the throat 
gasping for life. If she is not to sink down for 
the vultures of the nations to pick clean of her 
meager scraps of flesh there must arise within her 
boundaries a man, a movemoit, a sweeping change 
that shall cast off the burden of precedent and tors 
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ber officiala to doing honeatlj irith all their mi^it 
what now they do with all their might dishoaestiy. 
She mult regain confidence in the necessity and preva- 
lence of honesty. She must learn that patent yet 
rarely comprehended truth that work and work only 
it the real source of life; the most cease to be tKe 
flwom enemy of the innorator, thinking her ways 
best and those of the rest of the world abnormal, uit- 
•ble to see a yard beyond her national boundaries, 
icoming all ideas and arguments from the outside 
like Uk most hide-bound of Orientals. 

The next aftenio<ni found me in Vitoria, in tbe 
land of the Basque; yet another kind of Spain. 
Vitoria is a city of to-day, clean, bustling, ahnost 
American in her streets and architecture and the wide* 
awake air of the VaicoHgado. The botaa — round 
cap without risor and the end of a string for tas- 
sel — had all at once become universal, worn, like the 
tea in Damascus, by every age and grade of man from 
bootblack to mayor. So pleasing was this prosaic 
city that even thou^ her prices were high I loitered 
in her shade until the next afternoon before seekiiig 
out the highway to Bilbao. 

There lay sixty-seven kilometers to the seaport, a 
half of which I hoped to cover before halting for Qte 
night. For on the following day Bilb&o was to cde- 
brate in honor of the long. The way led me 
through a country fertile for all its stoniness, made 
M by the eaergy and diligence of the Basque, vbott 
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atrong features, bold cuired now, piercing eyes and 
sturdy form wu to be seen on every hand. With the 
•ontbem Spaniard this new race had abnoit noth* 
ing in commont and thouj^ as seriooB of deportment 
as the gallego there was neither his bashfulness nor 
stupidity. The Castilian spoken in the region was 
excellent, the farming implranents of modem manu- 
facture and the methods of the husbandman thousands 
of years ahead of Andalusia.. 

As the day was fading I began to clamber my way 
iqiward into the mountains that rose high in the 
darkening sky ahead, ^e night grew to one of 
the blackest, the heavens being overcast ; but he who 
mardies on into the darkness without contact with 
artificial li^it may still see almost plainly. It waa 
two hours, perhaps, after ni^tfall, and the road was 
winding ever higher around the shoulder of a mam- 
moth peak, its edge a sheer precipice above unf athom- 
akie depths, when suddenly I saw a man, a densex 
blackness against the sea of obscurity, standing 
stock-still on the utmost edge of the highway. 

** Buenos tardes," I greeted in a low voice, almost 
afraid that a hearty tone would send him toppling 
backward to his death. 

He neither answered nor moved. I stepped closer. 

**You have rather a dangerous position, verdad, 
teSorf** 

Still he stared moticmless at me through the ditA- 
mass. Could he be some sleep-walker? I moved 
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quietly forward and, tbrustHig out a hand, touched 
him on the sleeve. It was hard as if frozen! For 
an instant I recoiled, then with a sudden instinctiTe 
movement passed a hand quickly and lightly over his 
face. Was I dreaming? That, too, was hard and 
cold. I sprang back and, rummaging hastily 
through my pockets, found one broken match. Tlw 
wind was rushing up from the bottomless gulf below. 
I struck a. light, holding it in the hollow of my hand, 
and in the instant before it was blown out I cau^t 
a few words of an inscription on a pedestal: 

**BmxcTxn TO ths usk — 

TBEOWH OTEK THIS fXECIPICa 

BANDITS NISBT OX " 

and before I had made out date or name I was again 
in darkness. 

Over the sumnoit, on a lower, less wind-swept level, 
I came upon a long mining town scattered on either 
side of the highway. I dropped in at a wineshop 
and bespoke supper- and lodging. A dish of the now 
omnipresent bacalao was set before me, but for a time 
the keeper showed strong disinclination to house a 
wandering stranger falling upon him at this ad- 
vanced hour. 

The young w<»nan who served me at table and astr 
swered the demands for wine of the half-dozen youth- 
ful miners about me seemed strangely out of place 
in such surroundings. Nothing was plainer than 
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that she waa not of the banaaid type. One would 
have said rather the convent-reared daughter of some 
vell-to-do merchant or large farmer. ThU lurmise 
turned out to be close to the truth. When the carous- 
ing miuen had drifted into the night and I, by dint 
of talking and acting my best Castilian, had found 
my way into the good graces of the family, I heard 
the girl's story — for rightly approached the 
Spaniard is easily led to talk of his private affairs. 
Her father bad been the principal shop-keeper of the 
mining town, and had died a few weeks before. His 
ddAs were heavy and when aS claims had been set- 
tled there remained to his orphaned daughter five 
hundred pesetas. 

"But," I cried, **five hundred pesetas I It is a 
fortune, seSorita, in Spain, You could have started 
a shop, or lived well until the novio appeared." 

** Jesi^ Marfa ! ** cried the girl, looking at me with 
iroodering eyes. " Do you forget purgatory P Por 
the repose of my father's soul 6ve hundred masses 
must be said ; no less, the cura himself told me ; and 
each mass costs a peseta. Then I have come to work 
here." 

There was that in the air next morning that re- 
minded me, as I wound down into a wooded, well- 
peopled valley, that summer was drawing toward its 
close. The day grew quickly warm, however. In the 
knowledge that the king was sojourning in the city 
upon which I was inarching, I was fully prepared to 
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endure long eatediuiiig and ezanunation by goardias 
eink*. My wonder wa« not sli^ti therefore, irhen 
I was suffered to pass throu^ one, two, three vil- 
lages without being once challenged. 

But the expected meeting came at last and quit* 
made up for the lad of others. The third TillagB 
lay already behind me when I heard an authoritativa 
shout sndf turning around, saw a bareheaded man 
of thirty, dressed half in peasant, half in village 
garb, beckoning to me with a commanding gesture to 
return. Fancying him some wily shop-keeper, I 
swung on my heel and set off again. He shouted 
loudly, and racing after m^ cauf^ me by an arm. 
I shook him off with an indignatioa that sent hin 
spinning half across the highway. Instead of re- 
treating he iprang at me again and we should cer- 
tainly have been soon entangled in a crude perform- 
ance of the manly art had he not cried ont in a. voice 
quaking with anger: 

** Have a care, sefior, in resisting the law. I am 
amiildn. " 

**Mifi6n!** I cried, recalling suddenly that in the 
Basque provinces the national guardias are rein- 
forced by local officers thus named. " Then why the 
devil dont you wear your uniform? How shall I 
know you are not a footpad? " 

** I shall prove that soon enough," he replied, still 
visibly shaking with the rage of a Spaniard whost 
** pundonoT ** has been sullied. 
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I letunted with him to the casa de ayimtanuento, 
in the doorway of which he halted, and, examining me 
for concealed weapcau, donanded that I untie my 
knapsack. Never before had this been more than 
BuperficiaDy inspected, hut the thorou^mess with 
which the angry mifi6n overhauled it, examining even 
ray letters and ingering my clothes-brush over aod 
over as if convinced that it could be opened by some 
secret spring, fully made up for any possible care- 
lessness of his fellow-officers elsewhere. When he 
had lost hope of finding evidence of treason he 
handed back my possessions reluctantly and bade me 
with a scowl the conventional ** Gro with Grod ; " to 
which I answered, ** Queda V. con el mismtauno di- 
abio " — but the thrust was too subtle for his bullet- 
beaded intelleeL 

Toward noon the green slopes and cool forests 
turned to a dndered soil and the sooty aspect of a 
factory town. I mounted a last hill and descended 
quickly throu^ a smoke-laden atmosphere into Bil- 
bao. Here was the first entirely modem city I had 
seen in Spain; one might easily have fancied one^a 
self in Newcastle or Seattle. The Spanish casa de 
hujspedes seemed not even known by name, and im 
its place were only boisterous taverns, smacking of 
sea-faring custom and overrun with the touts that 
feed on the simple mariner. 

As I sat toward evening in one of these estahliA- 
nents, there entered a man something over tblrty-Av^ 
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dreased in bofna and worldngmaii's garb that thowed 
but slight wear. I noted him onl; half consciouslj* 
being at that moment expressing to the landlord my 
mrprise that the king, instead of being in Bilb^ aa 
he was reported b; the newspapers, was ten or twelve 
miles away on his yacht at the mouth of the river. 
The keeper, a stocky Basque of mudi better parta 
than the average of his guild, glanced up from his 
•pigots and replied in a smooth and pleasant voice: 

"Porque, seflor, no quiere morix tan joven — Be- 
cause he does not care to die so young." 

*' Y con mu jer tan bella y f resca — And with a wife 
M beautiful and fresh," added a thick-set fellow, at 
a neighboring table without looking up from hia 
cards. 

Love for Alfonso is not one of the characteristics 
of the masses in this section of the country. 

Meanwhile the newcomer, whose eye bad been 
wandering leisurely over the assembly, threaded hia 
way half across the room to sit down at my table. X 
wondered a bit at the preference, but certain he was 
DO tout, gave him the customary greeting. By the 
time I had accepted a ^om and treated in turn we 
were exchanging personal information. He ko- 
nounced himself a cobbler, and even befOTe I had 
broadied the subject suggested that he could &nd me 
a lodging with an old woman above his shop. This 
workroom, when we reached it, proved to be nothing 
but a kit of tools and a few strips of leather scat- 
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tered about the Bmall hallway at thft foot of the stairs. 
I found above the hospitality he had promised, how- 
ever, and paying two ni^t's lod^^g in an un- 
uusually pleasant room, descended. 

Hie shoemaker appeared more oUiging than in- 
dustrious, for he at once laid aside the shoe he was 
hammering and announced that he was going to give 
himself the pleasure of spending the evening with 
me and of finding me the best place to take in the 
firewoils that were to be set off in honor of the king. 
I explained that it was rather my plan to attend the 
city theater, where I might both see that remarkable 
personage in the flesh and hear one of Moli^re's best 
comedies in Spanish. 

" There is more than time for both/' replied the 
cobbler, and forthwith fell to extolling the coming 
spectacle so highly that he came near to arousing 
within me, too, an interest in the fireworks. 

At the end of an hour's stroll we found our- 
selves on the summit of a knoH in the outskirts, in 
a compact sea of Bilbaoans watching a tame imitation 
of a Fourth of July celebration on the b]<^ of one 
of the surrounding hills. The display was, as I 
have said, in honor of the king; thou^ it turned oat 
that his indifferent majesty was at that mom^tt din- 
ing and wining a company of fellow-sp<^t8men m 
board the Girtdda twelve miles away. 

The cobbler set a more than leisurely pace back to 
the dty, but we regained at length the bank of the 
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rirw uid, crossing the wooded Fasfo Arenal, ap- 
proKcbed the theater. Before it, was packed a vast 
and compact multitude throu^ which I struggled my 
way to the entrance, only to be informed in the cus- 
tomary box-office tones that there was not another 
ticket to be had. Tbs shoemakn was no theatov 
goer, and as my own disaj^intment was not otcp- 
wbdming, we set out to fij^t our way back to the 
Fasfo. 

Long before we had sacceeded in that venturesooie 
undertaking, however, there burst forth a sudden, 
unheralded roar of uncounted voices, the immense 
throng surged riTerward with an abruptness that all 
but swept us off our feet, the thunder of thousands 
of hoofs swelled nearer, and down upon as rode an 
entire regiment of gnardias dviles in anifonna so 
new they seemed but that moment to have left the 
tailor, and astride finer hones than I had dreamed 
existed in Spain. Straight into the crowd th^. 
dashed, headlong, at full canter, like cowboys into 
a drove of steers, sweeping all before them, scatter- 
ing luckless individuals in all directions, and com- 
pletely surrounding the theater in solid phalanx. 
Before I had recovned breath there arose another 
migfaty shout, and, some three hundred more horsfr- 
men, with a richly caparisoned carriage in their nudst* 
dashed throu^ the throng from a laodiog-stage oa 
the river hank behind us to the door of the theater. 
I caught a fleeting glimpse of a slight figure in a 
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xmkiili overeoat, a bunt of music souoded fma the 
theater, and died as suddenly away as the doors dosed 
behind the royal arriTaL Again the cavalry charged, 
driving men, women and chDdren peUmell back a 
hundred yards from the building and, forming a yet 
wider circle around it, settled down to sit their horset 
like statues until the play should be ended. 

When my wonder had somewhat subsided thoe 
came upon me an all but nncontroUable desire to 
shout with laughter. The ludicrousness, the ridicu- 
lousness of it all I A vast concourse of humanity 
driven helter-skelter like as many cattle, scores of 
pervons jostled and bruised, thirteen hundred of the 
most able-bodied men in Spain to sit motionless on 
horsdiack around a theater late into the night, all 
for the mere protecti<m of one sli^t youth whose 
equal was easily to be found in every town or village 
of the land t Truly this institution of kingship is as 
homorouB a hoax as has been played upon mankind 
since man was. 

A hoax on all concerned. Fn- the incumbent him- 
self, . the slender youth inside, who most spend his 
Inief span of years amid such mummery, commands 
of himself a bit of mild admiration. I fell to wonder- 
ing what he would give for the ri^t to wander 
freely and unnoticed all a summer's day along the 
open highway. Let him who can imagine hi"n»lf 
horn « king, discovering as early as such notiMai can 
penetrate to his infant intellect that his feBow- 
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mortals have placed him lugh on a pedeetal, have 
given him even vithout the asking power, Tiches* 
and ahnort reverence as a superior being, when at 
heart he knowi f uU well he i« of quite the same day 
as they ; and he may well ask himself whether he wonld 
have grown up even as manly iis the youth who goes 
by the name of Alfonso XTTT. Recalling that for^ 
m«r kings of Spain coold not be touched by other than 
a royal finger, we may surely grant common sense 
to this sovereign who dances uncondescendingly with 
daughters of the middle class, who chats freely with 
bullfighters, peasantSf or apple-women. Pleasing, 
too, is his devil-may-carelessness. On this same 
night, for instance, after reboarding his yacht, he 
took it suddenly into bis mad young head to retom 
at once through this, his most hostile province, to his 
queen. At one in the morning he was rowed ashiHre 
with (me companiim, stepped into his automobile, 
tiimwlf playing chaufi'eur, and tore away through 
Bilb^ and a hundred miles along the craggy coast 
to San Sebastiin. It is not hard to guess what 
mij^t have happened had he punctured a tire among 
those stony mountains and been chanced upon by 
a homing band of peasants brave with wine. 

Musing all which I turned to address the cob- 
bler and found him gone. Tbe crowd wag sloidy 
melting away. I sat down in the Fasto and waited an 
hour, but my erstwhile companion did not reappear. 
When I descended from my lodging next morning 
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there remained Dot a trace of his ** shop '* at tiie foot 
of the stain. Had the village miil6a done me the 
honor of telegraphing m; description to the seaport, 
or vas my road-worn garb the livery of suspicion? 
This only I know; when, that Sunday evening after 
my return from a glimpse of the open sea, I asked 
my hostess whether her fellow renter were really a 
shoemaker, she screwed up her parchment-like 
features into a smile and answered: 

** Si, seilor, one of the shoemakers of his majesty." 



,,;. Google 



CHAFTEH XIV 

A DtMCKST JBTO AKAOfijI 

THERE was an unironted excitement in the ur 
when I boarded the train next morning for the 
longeit unbroken ride of my Spanish journey. Per- 
naks, the uiaehronisni, the tventieth-cenhiry bandit 
of the enTironi of CArdoba, had fallen. Aboard the 
train nempapers were aa nnmennu as oti the New 
York ** Elevated ** at a similar hour. I bought one 
and was soon lost like the rest in the adventures of 
this last defier of the mi^ty guardia ciriL 

^e story was simple. Two emiags before, 
•boot the time I had been yawning over the king's 
Brewoiks, Females had met a village arriero among 
the foothills of his retreat, and asked him some ques- 
tion about the road. The rustic gave him the de- 
sired information, but guessin^f with whom he was 
speaking, had raced away, once he was out of sif^ 
as fast as he could drive his ass before him, to cany 
his suspicions to the village alcalde. The rest was 
commonplace. A dozot gnardias stalked the un- 
suspecting bandolero among the hills, and coming 
upon him toward sunrise, brought his unsanctioned 
career abrnptly to a dose. 
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** Our special correspcmdeiit " had dismally failed 
to cast orer his account the glamour of romance, but 
in compensation had taken a reporter's care to ^Te 
the precise point in the right temple where the ball 
bad entered, with the exact dimensions of the orifice, 
as well as the life story of the hero who had bored 
it. Nay, with almost American haste and resource- 
fulness the paper printed a fuQ-lecgth portrait of 
the successful hunter — or one at least of a man who 
could not have been Tastly different in appearance, 
in a uniform that was coiainly very similar. Alas I 
The good old days of the bandit and the contraban- 
dista are forever gtme in Spain ; the humdrum era of 
the dvil guard is come. Females' is but aootbex 
story of a man bom a century too late. 

All day long as we toiled and twisted over the 
Cantabrian range and descended southward, this only 
was the topic of conversation of all grades and sexea 
of traveletB. An hour's halt at Miranda and we 
creaked on along the bank of Spain's greatest river, 
the Ebro, talking still of bandoleros and the regret 
of their passing. Slowly the green tinge in the land- 
scape faded away aiid in its place came reddish cliffs 
and a sun-seared and all but desert country spread- 
ing away from either bank of the red-dyed river, 
sterile rolling plains relieved only by small oases of 
fertility and isolated and in all probability bigoted 
villages standing colorless on colorless hillsides. As 
central Spain may be likened to rocky Judea, so this 
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KBembles in bctqc degree Egypt, with the Ebro as the 
Kile. 

It was late in the erening vhen I arrived in Sara- 
gossa and, crossing the broad river bj the Puente de 
Piedra, found myself in one of the most labjrintfaian 
dties of Spain. But so practiced had I grown in 
such quest that in less than on hour I had engaged 
acemnmodation at mj own price, which by this time 
had descended to two and a half pesetas. 

The " sight " par excellence of Saragossa is of 
course her " Virgen del Pilar." Ute story runs that 
Santiago, who is none other than Saint James, wiah 
wandering about Spain, as he was wont to ramble in 
various comers of the earth, was favored one evening 
by a call from the Mother of Christ, who, daring all 
their little chat, stood on the top of a stone pillar. 
That the tale is true there seems little chance for 
doubt, for they have the pillar yet; and it is over this 
that has been erected the vast cathedral to which flock 
thousands of pilgrims during every month of the year. 

I repaired to it early, but was soon tamed melan- 
choly with the recollection of Fuck's profound saying 
anent the folly of mankind. The interior of the edi- 
fice is as impressive as that of an anpty warehouse. 
Under the main dome is a large diapel screaming with 
riches, in the back of which, on her pillar, stands the 
Virgin — turned to black, half-decayed wood — 
dressed in more thousands of dollars* worth of gtdd 
and silver, of resplendent robes and vociferous gaudi- 
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ness than god Juggernaut of India ever possessed at 
the height of his influence. Before it worshipers are 
always kneeling. la the back wall of tlie diapel is an 
opening through which one can touch the pillar — 
and find a cup-sbaped hole worn in it by such action 
during the centuries. I sat down on a bench near the 
far-famed orifice, and for close upon an hour wat4Jied 
the unbroken procession file past. Beggar women» 
rag-pickers, ladies of wealth, cankerous old men, 
merchants, citj sports, lawyers — Saragossa is tlie 
one city of Spain where even men go to churdi — 
erery grade and variety of Aragonese pressed close 
upon the heels one of another, each bowing down as 
he passed to kiss the hole deeper into the pillar. At 
bottom the difference is slight indeed between the re- 
ligion of tbe Spaniard and that of the Hindu. 

In the city swarms a hungry, ragged people, more 
often than not without shoes, yet one and all with 
the proverhial haughty pride and somher mood of 
Arag6n in face and bearing, stiff-shouldered, bris- 
tling with a tou(di-me-not-with-a-pole expression. 
Here, too, may still be found, especially among the 
peasants from the further districts, the old provin- 
cial costume, — knee breeches, a jacket reaching 
barely to tbe waist, and a red cloth wound about the 
bead. 

Tiring of sudi things, there is a pleasant pnHne- 
node along the banks of the Ebro, whence one will 
drift naturally tiirough tbe Portillo gate where the 
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** Ayiag Gaul waa f oilM by a woman's hand." It » 
ctarUing to find the settrngB of two such world-famed 
dramas bo close together, but fnnn the gate one has 
only to saunter a few yards along the Madrid high- 
way to come upon the weather-battered Aljaferfa 
of " Trovatore " fame. To-day it is a barracks. 
Within its towers, through now unbarred windowSf 
may be seen soldiers polishing their spurs and nma- 
kets, humming now and then a snatch of popiUar 
song; hut one may wait in vain to hear some tunefnl 
prisoner strike up the erpected " miserere." 

There is one stroll in Saragossa that I would com- 
mraid to the wanderer who finds pleasure in gaining 
elerations whence he may look down, as it were, on 
the world. It is out along the Canal Imperial, pasi* 
the swollen-pauncfaed statue of its sponsor Fignatelli, 
and across the Huerva ; then winding lazily southwest 
and upward the stroller comes suddenly out on the 
crown of a bald hillock, lliere, below him in its flat 
valley, spreads all Saragossa, far enough away to 
lose the crassness of detail, yet distinct, the two 
finished towers of the Pilar rising above it like mina- 
rets, the whole girded by the green huerta, and be- 
yond and all around the desert tn gashed and gnarled 
hills like the Libyan range of another continent. 
Here I lounged until the setting sun, peering over 
my shoulder, cast the radiant flush of evening cm Um 
city bdow, which gradually fading away was af 
length e£Faeed in the night, its sounds mingling to- 
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gether is a aort of music that drifted up to me long 
after the Bcese itself had wholly disappeared. 

I descended for supper. It is the lot of man that 
he has DO sooner climbed to a height where he may 
look down calmly on the scramble of life than he must 
again plunge down into it to «at — or to earn more 
bread. To-morrow I must set my face toward the 
frontier, toward New York and a retain to labor. 

On my way to the Sve-o'dock train next morning 
I passed throu^ Saragossa's vast corered market and 
halted to lay in a last supply of figs. The cheery old 
woman who sold them grasped my fifteen c^ntimoa 
tightly in her hand and solemnly made with it tht 
sign of the cross. I expressed suipriae, and a mis- 
giring lest I had unwittingly parted with coppen pos- 
sessing peculiar virtues. 

** OSmo* seSorl " she cried, in wonder at my igno* 
ranee. ** It is the flist mcmey of the day. If I do 
not say a paternoster with it I may sit here mitil 
nij^tfall without selling another perrito-worth, yoa 
may be sure.** 

The train Isbored back along the Ebro to Castc- 
jtfo, -when I dunged cars and journeyed northward, 
every click of the wheels seeming to cry out that myi 
Spanish summer was nearing its end. At hi^ noon 
I descended m a dusty plain before the sheer face of 
the rock on which stands Pamplona of Navarre. 
When I had dimbed into the city I inquired of th« 
first policeman for a modest easa de hu^spedes. H* 



,,;. Google 



270 FOUR MONTHS AFOOT IN SPAIN 

tubbed his bead a moment and set off with me along 
tbe street, chatting sociably aa we went. Soon we 
came upon another officer, to whom the fint repeated 
my qnestion. He scratched bis head a moment and 
fell in beside us, babbling cheerily. F^iIIy a half-mile 
beyond we accosted a third officer. He rasped his 
dose-shaven poll yet another moment and joined tu 
in the quest, adding a new stock of anecdotes. Here 
was courtesy extraordinary, even for Spain, Had 
the police force of Pamplona discovered in me some 
prince incognito, or was mine to be the r61e of the 
rolling pancake? We rambled on, but without suc- 
cess, for not another officer could we find in all our 
circuit of tbe city. It was certainly close upcm an 
hour after my original inquiry, and something like 
a hundred yards from the same spot, that we entered 
a side street and mounted, still in quartet, to a cheap 
but homelike boarding-house high up in an aged 
building. The courtesy was quickly explained. The 
landlady, having expressed her deep gratitude for be- 
ing brou^it a new guest, begged each of the offieera 
to do her the favor of accepting a glass of wine. 
They smacked their lips over it, ezcJianged with the 
housdiold the customary salutations and banter, and 
•auntered back to their beats, 

When I had eaten, I descended for a turn about 
Qm city with the uncle of my grateful hostess, a 
mountain-hardened Basque of sixty, in the universal 
bofoa, iriio had but recently retired from a lif etiow 
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of rodcj hillside fomuDg. Of both his province ot 
NaTure and of himself he tolled freely until sud- 
denly mj toague stumbled upon tome question of 
military conscription. He fell at once silent, his jaws 
stiffened, and into bis face came the reflecti<m of a 
bitter sadness. For the Basques are by no means 
reconciled to the loss of their cherished fuerot, or 
special p<ditical priTileges. In sflence the sturdy old 
man led the way half across tlie city to one of her 
gtiea and, dimbing a knoll that gare a good view 
of the surrounding fortifications, said in cheerless 
tones: 

** Don Henrico, we have here &e strongest city 
walls in Spain. But what use are they now agunst 
the king's modem artillery? No hay remedio. We 
must serve in bis armies.** 

As we threaded our way slowly back to the board- 
ing-honse I halted at a money dianger*s to buy a 
twenty-fnme piece. The transaction left me only a 
handful of coppers in Spanish currency, and I wmt 
early to bed lest there be not enough remaining to 
carry me out of the country. 

On a glorious clear Scptenber morning I turned 
my back on Spain and set forth from Pamplona to 
itramp over the Pyrenees by the pass of Roncesvalles, 
being just uncertain enough of the road to lend wst 
to the undertaking. At the edge of the plain to the 
northward of the city a highway began to wind its 
way upward along the bank of a young river, not 



,,;. Google 



872 FOUR MONTHS AFOOT IN SPAIN 

laboriotuly, but steadilj risiug. Habitations were 
rare. I^ate in the morning a spot above whirling 
rapids in shaded solitude suggested a plunge ; but as 
I pulled off m J coat a sound fell on my ear end, look- 
ing acroBB the stream, I saw a half-dozen women kneel- 
ing on the bank and staring curiously acnws at mc 
When I retreated, they laughed heartily and fell once 
more to pounding away at their laundry-woik on the 
stones. 

SouM distance higgler I found another pool in 
which, by rolling over and over, I won the afterglow 
of a real swim. Sharper ascents succeeded, thou^ 
stiU none steep. I was soon surrounded by a Tyrol- 
ian seoiery of forest and deep-cut valleya, and among 
np^to-date people — the farming implements being of 
modem type and the smallest villages having electric 
lights run by power from the mountain streams. 
Every fdUow-mortal, young or old, as is usual in 
mountain regions, gave me greeting, not with the 
familiar "Vaya!" nor the " Buenos 1" of Galicia, 
but with *'Adi<Se ! " which seemed here to mean much 
more than the grammatical ** 6ood-by.** In the 
place of guardias civiles were carabineros in a pro- 
vincial uniform, whose advances, if lees warm and 
companionable, were none the less kindly. 

Toward evening the road flowed up into a broad, 
oblong meadow, ankle-deep in greenest grass, musical 
with the sound of cow-bells, across which it drifted as 
if content to rest for a time on its oars before taking 
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the flsal climb, Tlie aim wu setting when I reached 
Burguete at forty-four kilometers, station of the 
trans-Fjrenean diligence and the point that I had 
been assured I should do veil to reach in a two-day's 
walk. But I felt as unwearied as at the outset ; the 
towers of Roncesvalles stood plainly Tisible five kilo- 
meters ahead across the green tableland. I rambled 
on in the cool of evening and by dark was housed in 
a good inn of the mountain village. 

When the supper hour arrived, the landlord stepped 
across to me to ask whether I would eat as a guest 
or as a member of the family. I inquired what the 
distinction might be. 

" No difference," he answered, " except that as m 
member of the family yon pay a peseta upon leaving, 
and as a guest you pay two.** 

It was of course en f amtlle that I supped, and 
right royally, at a board merry with good-hummed 
peasants and arrieroa rather than in the silent, 
gloomy company of a half-dozen conventioQ-riddea 
travelers in an adjoining room. t 

Roncesvalles would have been an unequaled spot 
in which to pass an autumn week, roaming in the 
forest glens of the mountains, dreaming of the heroic 
days of Roland. But the hour of reckoning and of 
New York was near at band. Of all sensations I 
most abhor the feeling that I nmtt be in a givn 
place at a given time. 

A short climb through wooded hillsides strewn willj 
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gigantic rocks and I found mjaetf all at once and tm- 
ezpectedly on the very summit of the Pyrenees. In 
no sense had the ascent been toilsome, vastly less m 
than several scrambles of two or three houia^ dura- 
tion between Lugo and Oriedo. From the French 
lide, no doabt, it would have been far more of a task. 
Gaiiag northward I recognized for the first time that 
I stood high indeed above the ctHnmon level of the 
earth. Miles below, blue as the sea, lay f^rance, the 
forested mountains at my feet rolling themselvea out 
into hills, the hills growing lower and lowes and 
spreading away into the far, far distance like an- 
other world. The modem world — and I was all at 
<mce assailed with a desire to ask what it had heea do- 
ing in all the days I had been gone. Then the high- 
way seized me in its grasp and hurried me away 
down, racing, rushing, almost stumbling, so fast I 
was forced to break away from it and clamber dowa 
•t my own pace through dense unpeopled forests, to 
fall upon it again far below and stalk with it at hmdi'- 
time into the village of Val Carlos. Yet anoth^ 
hour's descent and I crossed a small stream into the 
little hamlet of Ameguy ; the long-forgotten figure of 
a French gendarme slouded forth from a hut to 
shout as I passed, "Anything dutiable, monsieur?** 
and my Spanish journey was amoojg the tiunga that 
have been. 
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XBOGKATDIO BOHSWAKD 

IN reality almost as much as in f ancj I lutd en- 
tered another vorld. It is chiefly in retrospect 
that a journey through Spain, as tbrou^ Palestine, 
briugB home to the traveler the full difference be- 
tween those gaunt re^ons of the earth and the worid 
to which he is accustomed. Here the dumge was 
lik« that from a squatter's cabin, a bachdor^s quarters 
to a reddenoe of opidecce. 

Arrived while the day was still in its prime at St. 
Jean Pied de Port, I found myself undecided how to 
continue. The rescuing forty dollars awaited me — 
postal errors precluded — in Bordeaux; but Baed- 
eker having now become mere lumber, I had no means 
of knowing which of two routes to follow to that city. 
I baited to make inquiries of an old Spaniard drows- 
ing before his shop — so like one of mine own peo> 
pie he seemed amid this babble of French. But 
though he received me with Castilian courtesy he 
could give me no teal information. Under the awn- 
ing of a cafg a hundred paces beyond, two weD* 
dressed men were sipping co<Jing drinks. Thd* 
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tonring-cftr ttood b«fon the buflding, sad not fax 
away* ia the abade of an OTerhanging shoulder of tha 
^Tenees, loitered a diauffeur, in all the acciutomed 
accoatrementi of that genus. He had the appear^ 
anee of an obliging fellow, I strolled across to him, 
iMstilj summooing up my dormant French. 

" Monsieur,** I began, ** tous me pardonneies, 
■wis poor aller d'ici & Bordeaux vaot il mieux passer 
par Bayonne on bien par Mont de — ** 

He was grinning at ma sheepishly and shifting 
from ona leg to the other. As I paused he bluited 
oat: 

*'Air, I don*t talk no Ftcndil'* 

** Then I suppose it *U have to be English," I an- 
swered, in the first words of that language I had 
qwken in nine^-six days — and in truth they came 
with difficulty. 

** Go* biy* mel ** burst oat the astounded knight of 
the steering-wheel. ** *Ow ever 'd you get in this 
cotner o* the world? Say, I aynH said more *n * yes, 
sir ' or * no, sir ' to their lordships — ** with a ahght 
jeric of the head toward the men under the awning 
— ** in so long I *Te bally near forgot *ow. 'Ere it 
is Sunday an* — ** 

** Saturday,** I interrupted. 

** Sunday, I say,** repeated the dianffenr, drawing 
oat a card on whidi were penciled many crude 
crosses, ** Ere *b 'ow I keep track — -** 

** Sefiora,** 1 asked, turning tA a woman who was 
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fining a pitcher at a hydrant belimd me, " qu£ dfa ten- 
emoB hoy? " 

Her lip curled disdainfully as she answered : 

**Tien»! Vous me croyez un de ces barbares-Ul?** 
— tossing her head toward the mountain range be- 
hind us. 

** Mille pardons,** I laughed. ** Force of habit. 
This mmisiear and I are disputing whether to-day is 
Saturday or Sunday." 

** Out again without your nurses I " she cried sar- 
castically. ** Saturday, of course." 

" Now 'ear that 1 " said the chauffeur, almost teai^ 
fully, when I interpreted. " 'Ow erer can a man keep 
track of anything in this bally country? Say* what 
was that question yon was tryin* to ask me? ** 

** I *m walking from Gib to Bordeanz," I remarked 
casually, and repeated my former inquiry. Bis ex- 
presdon duuged slowly from incredulity to com- 
miseration. Suddenly he thrust a hand into his 
pocket. 

" I say, wont you *tm a mite of a lift? Why, 
we took near all yesterday to come from that place. 
You could nt walk thet« in a rnontb." 

** No, thanks, I 'm fairly well heeled," I answered. 

** Better 'are a yellow-boy," he persisted, drawing 
out several English sorer^gns. ** Lord, you *re 
more *n welcome, y' know. They aynt no bloomin* 
use to me 'ere I " 

At that raoDKBt I noted that the milords under th« 
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AwniDg hsd spread out before them a large touring 
map, and I left the chauffeur gasping at m j audadty 
•8 I stepped across to them. The older was strug- 
gling to give an order to the waiter, who croncbed 
towel on arm over them. Tliere is a stmnge suDoi- 
larity between a full-grown Briton attanpting to 
speak French and a stmig man playing with a doIL 

" Beg pawdon, gentlemen," I said, when I had 
helped them out of the difficulty, **but would yoa 
mind my glancing at jour map? I want to find — ** 

" Ah — why, certainly," gasped one of the startled 
noUes. 

But even with the diaxi before me I was no nearer 
a decision, for the two roads appeared of almost 
equal length. As I turned away, however, • poster 
OD a nearby wall quickly settled my plans. It an- 
nounced a great bulMf^t in Bayonne the next aftov 
noon, with Quinito, Mazzatinito, and Regaterfo* 
aoxBig the most famous of Spain's matadores — ^far 
more so than any it had been my fortune to see in 
that country. 

I sped away at once along a maeadamed highway 
at the base of the Pyrenees beside a clear river — 
a mere ** rivi^ " to the French, but one that would 
have been a mi^ty stream in Spain. Its banks 
were thickly grown with willows. On the other hand 
the mountiun wall, no less green, rose sheer above 
me, brinfpng an unusually early sunset. Along the 
way I met several old meo, all Basques, who noting 
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that I also wore the bofca greeted me in their native 
** Edscarra." Not a word of anj other tongue 
could they speak ; and when I shook my head hope* 
lessly at their hermetical language, they baited to 
gaze after me vith expressions of deep perplexity. 
So, too, in the mountain-top village of Bidany to 
which I climbed long after dark after a dip in the 
river, all speech was Basque; though some of the 
younger inhabitants, finding I was of their race only 
from the cap upward, fell tu talking to me in fluent 
French or Spanish. 

The first hours of the f oHowing day were in the 
hi^iest degree pleasant. Hiereafter the country 
grew hilly, the son torrid, and as I waa forced to 
set the sharpest pace to reach the bullring by four. 
I put in as dripping a half-day as at any time dur- 
ing the summer; and I have yet to be more neariy 
incinerated in this life than in the sol of the great 
** Place des Taureaux ** of Bayonne, crushed between 
a workman in corduroys and a Zouave in the thick- 
est woolen uniform the loom weaves. 

The fl^t, like the ring, was Spanish in every 
particular, though the programmes were printed in 
Tnacb. It was by all odds the greatest corrida I 
was privileged to attend during the summer, for the 
three matadores stand in the front rank of their 
profession. Yet it was somehow far less exhilarat- 
ing than those I had seen in Spain. One bad a feel- 
ing that tiwM put master* were naming far Im 
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risk than their younger cdleagues; one enjoyed thdr 
dexterity as one enjoys a seasoned public speaker, 
yet the performance lacked just the thrill of ama- 
teurishness. 

Here, too, I saw Spain's greatest picador, the only 
one indeed I ever saw accomplish what the picador 
is supposed to do* — to bold o£F the buU with hia 
garrocha. This he did rq>eatedly, placing his lance 
so unerringly that he stopped the animal's most 
furious diarges and forced bim to retire bellowing 
with rage end with blood trickling down over his 
shoulders. In all the afternoon this king of the pik^ 
pole had but one horse killed under him. It was in 
connection with this one fall that Quinito, the bold- 
est of the matadores, won by his daring such applause 
as seemed to shake the Pyrenees behind us. Moreno 
lay half buried under his dead horse, in more than 
imminent danger of being gored to death by the bull 
raging above him. In vain the anxious oaudrilla 
flaunted their cloaks. All at once Quinito stepped 
empty handed into the ring and caught the animal 
by the taiL Away the brute dashed across the plaza, 
twisting this way and that> but unable to bring bis 
horns nearer than an inch or two of his tonnentoD 
who, biding his time, let go and vaulted lightly over 
the barrier. 

I quitted Bayonne with the dawn and for four day* 
following marched steadily on across the great 
Landei of France. Miles upon miles the broad 
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lu|[hway stretched muwernng before me throu^ 
an ultra-flat cotmtry between endless forests of pine. 
On the trunk of every tree hung a sort of flowerpot 
to catch the dripping pitch. There was almost no 
agriculture, nothing but pine-trees stretching away 
in regular rows in every direction, a solitude broken 
only by the sighing of the wind sweeping across the 
flatlands, where one could shout to the full capacity 
of one's lungs without awakening other response than 
long rolling edioes. Once in a while a pitch-gatherer 
flitted among the trees; less often the highway 
crossed a rusty and apparently trainless railroad at 
tbe solitary stations of wbidi were tumbled hundreds 
of barrets of pitch. 

My shoes wore out, those very oxfords ** custon^ 
made " in America and honestly tapped in Toledo, 
and I was forced to continue the tramp in al- 
porgatds, or what had here changed their name to 
iondtdeM. As my twenty-franc piece melted away a 
wondering began to grow upon me whether I was 
really homeward bound after all ; so myriad are the 
mishaps that may befall a mere letter. 

Still the unswerving road continued, tbe endless 
forests stretched ahead. Such few persons as I met 
scowled at me in the approved French fashion, never 
once imitating the cheery greeting of the Spaniard. 
Nov and again a man-slaufj^tering automobile tore 
by like some messenger to or from the infernal 
regions, recalling by contrast one of the diief charms 
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of the land I bad left behind. Hardly one of those 
destroyers of peace and tranquillity bad I atai or 
heard in all Spain. 

Four months afoot bad not improved my outward 
appearance. It was not strange that the post-office 
officials of Bordeaux stared at me long and suspi- 
ciously Then I arrived at length one afternoon with 
a single franc in my pocket. The letter was there. 
When I had, after the unwinding of endless red tape, 
collected the amount of the order, my journey seemed 
over indeed. 

The ** Agents Maritimes " to whan I applied ac- 
cepted me readily enou^ as an emigrant to America, 
agreeing to pick me up in Bordeaux and set me down 
unstarved in New York for the net sum of two hun- 
dred and three francs. But there came a bitch in the 
proceedings. The agent waa firing at me with 
Gaelic speed the questions prescribed by our exact- 
•Dg government — "Name?" "Age?" "Profes- 
sion^ " — and setting down the answers almost before 
I gave them, when : 

" Have you contracted to work in the United 
States?" 

" Ooi, monsieur." 

He stopped like a canvas canoe that has struck 
a snag. 

" C'est impossible," he announced, closing his book 
of blanks with a thump. " We cannot of course aeD 
fou a ticket." 
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I plunged at ocoe into an explanation. I blA- 
vanced the infonnation that the contract labor lair 
was not framed to shut out American citizens. 
I protested that I had already tcnled a year 
under the contract in question, and for mj sins 
must return to toil aootiier. I made do headway 
irbatever. 

** It is the law of the United States,*' he snapped. 
**Voili! C'est assez." 

Luddl; I had a day to spare. By dint of appeal- 
ing to every maritime authority in the city I con- 
Tinced the agent at last of his error. But it was 
none too soon. With my bundle and ticket in one 
hand and a sort of meal-sack tag to tie in my lapel — 
if I so chose — in the other, I tumbled into the night 
train for Paris just as its wheels began to turn. Em- 
igrant tickets are not good in France by day. There 
was one other tagged passenger in the compartment, 
a heaTy-nmnnered young peasant likewise wearing a 
bobuu Being thus drawn together we fell gradually 
into conversation. He waa at first exceeding chary, 
with the two-fold r*TiTiinpa» of the Basque and of the 
ontraTeled rustic whose native village has warned 
him for weeks to beware wily strangers. When I 
displayed my ticket, however, he lost at once his sua- 
pidon and, drawing out his own, proposed that we 
■uke the journey as partners. He was bound for 
Idaho. We did not, however, exdiange ideas with 
partner-like ease, tor though he had passed hia 
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twenty-five years in the province of Guipuzcoa he 
epoke little Spanish. 

Near midnight a few passengera alighted and I fell 
into a cramped and restlesi sort of dog-sleep from 
which I awoke as we screamed into VeiB&illes. When 
we descended at the Montpamasse station we were 
joined hj three more Basques from another couf 
partmenL Thej, too, won bofnas and, like my com- 
panion, in lien of coats, imocka reaching almost to 
the knees. They wera from near Pamplona and had 
tickets from Bordeaux to Fresno, California, haviiig; 
taken this n«te to avcnd th« difficulties of leaving 
Spain by sea. 

The Paris agent of the "lAmerieati Line** did not 
meet us in silk hat and with op«n arms; but when 
we had shivered about the station •omething over an 
hour an unshaven Italian of forty, with lettered cap 
and a remarkable assortment of unlearned tongues 
picked us up and bore us away by omnibus to his 
" Cucina Italiana ** in the Passage Moulin. Break- 
fast over, I invited my feUow-emigraots to view 
Paris under my leadership. They accepted, aft^ 
long consultation, and we marched away along the 
Rue de Lyon to the site of the Bastille, then on into 
the roar of the ci^, the Spaniards so helplessly over- 
whelmed by the surrounding sights and sounds that 
I was called upon times without number to save them 
being run down. At length we crossed to the island 
and, the nx^gue being dosed, entered Notre Dame. 
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I bad hitherto credited Catholic churches with being 
tite most democratic of institutiona. Hardly were we 
inside, however, when a priest steamed down upon mj 



" Sortez de suite ! ** he commanded. " Get out 1 
How dare you enter the sacred cathedral in blouses ! ** 

The Basques stared at him open-mouthed, now and 
then nervously wiping their hands on the offending 
smocks. I passed on and they followed, pausing 
where I paused, to gape at whatever I looked upon. 
The priest danced shouting alMut them. They smiled 
at him gratefully, as if they fancied he were explain- 
ing to them the wonders of the edifice. His com- 
mands grew vociferous. 

" Ces messieurs, air,** I remarked at last, ** are 
Spaniards and do not understand a word of EVench." 

** Tou tbo), tell them to get out at once I " be cried 
angrily. 

** Ton most pardon me, monsieur,'* I protested, ** if 
I do not presume to appoint myself interpreter te 
your cathedral.** 

We continued our way, strolling down one nave 
to the altar, sauntering back along the other toward 
the entrance, the priest still prancing about us. In 
the doorway the Basques turned to thank him by 
signs for his kindness and backed away deroutedly; 
crossing themselves. 

At the Louvre, however, the smock-wearers were 
baited at the doiw by two stodcy ofllcialst and we 
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mndered on into the Tuilerin Gardens. Then tlw 
quartet balked. These hardy mountaineen, «ecti»- 
tomed to trudge all day on steep hillaides behind ttieis 
barroa, irere worn out by a few miles of strolling on 
city pavements. For an hour tliey sat doggedly in 
a bench before I could cajole them a few yards fur- 
ther to tbe Place de la Concorde to board a Seine 
steamer and return to the Cucina. I left them there 
and returned alone to while away the aftemocMi 
among my old haunts in the Latin Quarter. 

Soon after dark the razorless son of Italy took 
us once more in tow and, climbing to the imperial <d 
an onmibuB^ we rolled away throu^ the brilliant 
boulevards to the gare St. I.azare. Here waa assent- 
Ued an army of emigrants male and female, of all 
ages and various distances from their last soaping. 
In due time we were admitted to the platform. A 
third-class coach marked " Cherbourg " stood near at 
liand I stepped upon the running-board to open a 
door. A station facial cau^t me by the coat-tail 
with an oath and a violence that would have landed 
me on the back of my bead but for my grip on the 
door handle. Being untrained to such treatment, I 
thruBt out an aipargata-shod foot mule-fashion be- 
hind me. The official went to sit down dejectedly on 
the further edge of the platform. By and by he 
came back to shake his fist in my face. I spoke to 
him in his own tongue and he at once subsided, ciy- 
ing: 
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** Tiens I I thougbt you were one of those »Tiiinf(|^ 
there" 

We were finally stuffed into four cars, so close 
we were obliged to lie aU night with our legs in one 
another's laps. The weathw was arctic, and we slept 
not ft wink. Early in the morning we disentangled 
moody and silent in Cherbourg. Another nnshaTen 
agent took charge of my companions* baggage with 
the rest, promising it should be retomed the moment 
they were aboard ship. I clung skeptically to my 
bundle. We were herded together in a tavern and 
served coffee and bread, during the administration 
of which the agent collected our tickets and any 
proof that we had ever possessed them, and disap- 
peared. The day was wintry cold. All the morn- 
ing we marched shivering back and forth between 
the statue of Napoleon and the edge of the beach, 
the teeth of the south-bom Basques chattering audi- 
bly. At noon we jammed our way into the tavern 
again for soup, beef and poor cider, anti were given 
rendezvous at two at one of the wharves. 

By that hour all were gathered. It was after 
four, however, when a tender tied up alongside. A 
man stepped forth with an armful of tickets and 
began croaking strange imitations of the names 
thereon. I beard at last a noise that sounded not 
aHogether unlike my own name and, no one else 
diancing to forestall me, marched on board to re- 
claim my credentials. A muscular arm thrust ma 
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OD tbroa^ a panagewaj id which a FrmchinaD in 
nnifomi caught me auddenlj hy the head and tuned 
up mj eyelids with a sort of stiletto. Before I could 
double a fist ia protest another arm pushed me on. 
At six a signal ran up, we steamed out throu^ the 
breakwater, and were soon tumbling up the gangway 
of the steamer New York. At the top another doc- 
tor lay in wait, but f orewanted, I flung open my pass- 
port, and flaunting it in his face, stepped unmo- 
lested on deck. 

Some four hundred tbird-dass passengers had 
boarded the steamer in England, and no small per- 
centage of the berths were already occupied. Un- 
like the nests of the Prhuetnn, however, they might 
reasonably be called berths, for thou^ they offered 
no luxury, or indeed privacy, being two hundred in a 
section, the qnarten were ventilated, well-lighted, 
and to a certain extent dean. I stepped to the near- 
est unoccupied bunk and was about to toss my bundle 
into it when a young steward in shirt-sleeves and 
apron sprang at m& 

** No good, John,** be shouted, in Cockney accents 
and striving to add force to his remarks by a dumsy 
pantranime. ** Berth take. No more. No good, 
John. AH gone. But — ^ jeriung his head side- 
wise ■ — " Pst ! John I I know one good berth. One 
dollar — ^ holding up a hand with forefinger and 
thmnh in the form of that ov^^popolar object — ' 
"An take, Job—'* 
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*^ay, what I'dl's the game, anyhow, mate?" I 
intermpted. 

His legs all but wilted under hinu 

"S;e, ol' man," he cried, patting me on the 
shoulder, "S'elp me, I took you for one o' these 
wapg, as why should n't I, in that there sky-piece 
an' makeup? Of course you can 'ave the berth. 
Or sye, over 'ere by the port'ole's a far 'aa'somer 
one. There y* are. Now, mite, if ever I can 'dp 
you out — " and he was still chattering when I 
climbed again on deck. 

Unfortunately, in the rough and tumble of em- 
barking I had lost sight of the Spaniards. When I 
found than again every berth was really taken, for 
there was a shortage — or rather consideraUy more 
than the legal number of tickets had been sold ; and 
the quartet, having withstood the blackmail, were 
among those unprovided. That night they slept, if 
at all, on the bare deck. Next day I protested to 
the third-class steward and he spread for them two 
sacks of straw on a lower hatch. There, too, the icy 
sea air circulated freely. Worst of all, in spite of 
the solemn promises of the agent, their bags, in which 
they had packed not only blankets and heavier gar- 
ments, bat meat, bread, fruit, cheese, and hotas of 
wine sufficient to supply them royally during all the 
journey, had been stowed away in the hold. For 
two days they showed, after the fashion of eai»- 
grsnts, no interest in gastronomic matters. When 
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^ipetHe retimed they could not eat American^ 
or rather English food. **No hay ajosl — It has 
no garlic ! " thej complained. Once or twice I acted 
as agent between them and an under cook who 
sneaked out of the galley with a rout chicken under 
his jacket, but they grew viaihly leaner day by day. 

On the whole steerage life on the Nev York was 
endurable. The third-dasa fare was on a par with 
most Engfsh cooking, — well-meant but otherwise 
imcommendable. The tables and dishes were moder- 
ately clean, the waiters, expecting a sixpence tip at 
the end of the passage, were almost obliging. In 
the steerage cining-room, large and airy, was a piano 
around which we gathered of an evening to chat, or 
to croak old-fashioned songs. Here it was that I 
felt the fuU force of my long total abstinence from 
En^ish. It was days bef c»« I could talk fluaitly ; 
many a time my tongue clattered about a full half- 
minute in quest of some quite everyday word. 

On the fourth day out the oldest of the Spaniards 
appealed to me for the twentieth time to intercede 
for them with the third-class steward. 

"Hombre,** I answered^ **it is useless; I have 
talked myself hoarse. Go to him yourself and it 
may have some effect.** 

** But he understands neither Castilian nor 
Gliscarra ! ** cried the Basque. 

** No matter," I replied. " He is a man in sudi 
and such a uniform. When you nm acroM hisa 
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